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PURPLE AND ORANGE? Is Intended solely for the enjoyment of fans of the ABC-TV serles BATTLESTAR 


GALACTICA™ and GALACTICA 1980 ™. Submissions and letters of comment are both encouraged and 


welcomede All correspondence wil! be considered for publication unless clearly noted otherwise. 
All submisslons and correspondence should be addressed to PURPLE AND ORANGE?, c/o OSIRIS Publ ica- 
tions, 8928 North Olcott Avenue, Morton Grove, I|!Inofs 60053. 


Copyright © 1984 by OSIRIS Publications. ThIs copyright covers only original material and In no 
way Is Intended to Infringe upon or supersede copyrights held by Universal City Studios, Inc, 
Gien A. Larson Productions, ABC-TV, or any other holders of BATTLESTAR GALACTICA ™ copyrights and/ 
or trademarks. All rights revert to contributors upon publication. No material contained herein 
may be reproduced without express written permission of OSIRIS Publications and the Individual 
author or artist responsible for the creation of that matertal. 


™ Trademark of and ifcensed by Universal City Studios, Ince All rights reserved. 


MESSAGE FROM THE EDITOR: OFFICIAL GUIDE-LINES FOR PURPLE AND ORANGE? 


OSIRIS Publications has a professtonally-tralned editortal staf¢. PURPLE AND ORANGE?, although 
written by non-professtionals, fs and wil! continue to be handled tn as professional a manner 


possible. The followlng gulde-Itnes should be observed by anyone submitting matertal to PURPLE 
AND ORANGE?: 


le 


Ze 


Je 


4s 


5e 


Ge 


Te 


All written matertal will be edited, and declstons of the editor will be finale If any re- 
writing {ts required, the editor wlil return the submission to the writer, with approprtate 
commentse Otherwise, any alterations tn spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etce, will 
be made by the editor. No writer will be accorded the so-called right of editorial review. 


Written matertal should be neatly typed on 8-1/2 x 11 white paper, double-spaced. Only one 
side of the page should be used, and all pages must be numbered. Hand-written or hand- 
printed manuscripts wili be accepted only at the discretion of the editor; these should be 
double-spaced on 8-1/2 x 11 IIned white paper. The editorial staf? reserves the right to re- 
Ject any manuscript not deemed to be sufficiently legible. 


"Mary Sue" (personal fantasy/wish fulf!liment) stortes wll! not be accepted unless they dIs- 
play some redeeming value; any decislon on the merits of such a story will be made by the 
editorial staff, whose decision will not be subject to appeal. While many readers may en joy 
the explolts of the Incomparably lovely, Incredibly talented, and impossibly brililant young 
saviour of the ship/planet/galaxy/whatever (choose any or all), OSIRIS Publications does not 
particularly admire the lady. 


Art submisstons should be In black and white only (no penctl, please, as screening Is expen- 
sive; penciiled art will be accepted only If deemed truly exceptional), with no large dense 
black areas, and should be no larger than 8-1/2 x 11 (Including a 1i-fnch margin on all 
Sides). Art must be completely camera-ready; the staff of OSIRIS Publications will not 
complete or clean up any submissions. Artists should send efther originals or good-quality 


photocopies that require no touch-ups. Keep tn mind that original art ts sent at the art- 
Ist's own riske 


Written materlal and art containing or depicting excessive violence or explicit sex will 
automatically be rejected. in such matters, the decision of the editortal staff will be 
final. | 


No written materltal or art currently under consideration by PURPLE AND ORANGE? should be sub- 
mitted to any other publication unt!! a decision on that matertal's acceptabi itty has been 
made by OSIRIS Publications. Stmilarly, no matertal or art currently under consIderation 
elsewhere should be submitted to PURPLE AND ORANGE? 


No one will be notified of recelpt of any submission unless that submisston !s accompanied by 
a self-addressed stamped envelope or postcards No submisstons will be returned unless accom 
panied by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, sand no returned 
submissfons will be Insured unless money for that Insurance Is Includede Once a submisslon 
Is accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor wlll be so advised. 
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"They Also Serve" 


(By Marcla Brin) 


HIs glass slammed agalnst the wall, shattering Into a thousand fragments that glittered on the rug 
like tIny diamonds. He stared morosely at them. HIs act of violence hadn't made him feel any 
better, and now, he had to clean up the mess. 


"Damn, damn, damn! Double damn! It's really starting to get to mee First tn my class! Dammit, 
| was first In my class! So why In Hades am | still here?" Sure, {+ was an honour to be made a 
Viper Instructor right out of the Academy, the first graduate ever to be given such a position; It 
was a testament to his unquestioned prowess with a Viper. Butesee “If I'm so damned good, why 
aren't | on a battlestar?" | 


A stupid question -- he knew the answers The GALACTICA had a full complement, and his father 
wasn't golng to bump someone for him -- not that he wanted the Commander to, anyway; he'd never 
asked for special treatment, and, In fact, studiously avolded It. The only other commanding 
officer, battlestar or otherwise, who wasn't afratd to have Adama's son aboard was Cain, and the 
PEGASUS had no openingse And Caln wasn't about to make one for someone else's "pampered royal 
cub" (his words), no matter what rank he'd graduated with. 


Damn! Did those chicken-hearted commanders think he was golng to cause trouble by comparing them 
to his father? 


Sure, he really wanted the GALACTICA, but there was always time to transfer to her at some future 
date. What he most wanted now was to be assigned to a fighting position -- any fighting position. 
To be out there, dolng what he'd been trained to do, defending his home, helping hIs_ friends, 
doing something. 


But It's hopeless. The only way II! leave the Colontes Its with the GALACTICA, and then, only If 


a position opens. Which probably means someone has to dies Damn It! | feel Itke a ghoul! 


Sighting, he grabbed a handvac and began to clean the ruge HIs students weren't all that happy, 
either. He belleved a Viper pllot should be able to bulld one from scratch, and fly her In his or 
her sleep. Fancy flying tricks were fine and would even, on occasion, save your II fe. But 
ninety-nine out of a hundred times, basic flying skIlils were a far more valuable survival tool. 
To live your Viper, to feel her every mood and response, to be one with her ~-- that, not a lot of 
flashy moves, made a great pl lot. 

So, when the other classes moved on to the s!mulators, hls group was learning to take thelr craft 
apart. They stayed on the simulators long after the others had hit the skies, too, and they 
practiced basics when the rest were trying thelr wings at something fancler. He kept them In the 
lower atmosphere for a long times a Viper, although always a graceful bird, was less so [fn heavier 
alre If you could handie her there, while dealing with turbulence, mountatn currents, and storms, 
you could handle her anywhere. 


His students resented beIng "left behind,” as they viewed It. But they flew better than thelr 
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fellow students -- smoother, more confidently, and they held formations better. He could see It; 
why couldn't they? 


I+ didn't help matters that he was somewhat aloof. He didn't really want to be; but he was only a 
few sectars out of the Academy himself, and he knew his students would have a hard enough time 
thinktng of him as they did the other Instructors, al! of whom were considerably older, and most 
of whom were ex-fighter pilots. The students tested hIm In ways they wouldn't test the others, 
and possibly expected a "buddy-buddy" relationship that could also demand special favours and 
leniency. So he'd been forced to establish hIs authority from the start, keeping a dellberately 
created gap between them and himself, a gap that age and expertence automatically put between the 
other Instructors and thetr students. 


Result: one very unhappy Second Lieutenant -~ and one very lonely ex-Cadet. 


It hadn't been IIke that during his student yahrens. Without boasting, he knew he'd been both 
popular and respected. Andon his own, too; he'd requested that hIs father's Identity be kept 
quiet as long as possible. By the time hIs fellow Cadets found out about his parentage, his first 
yahren had almost ended; and they knew hIm well enough so that It didn't matter. Apollo had never 
needed many friends, but he Ifked people, and hated to feel cut off from everyone. 


Well, almost everyone. The young Instructor seemed to have been..eadopted. The diviston between 
first and second yahren students on the one hand, and advanced students on the other, was rigidly 
maintained, so It was rare to have friendshIps -- or even acquaintances —- across the gape Asa 
result, he hadn't met his two self-appointed guardian angels -- now third-yahren students —— until 
a few sectars ago. Instructors weren't supposed to fraternize, but one night, about a sectar [nto 
the yahren, frustrated and depressed, he'd dropped tn on one of his old haunts from his student 
days and had promptly gotten roartng drunk -—- an unusual occurrence for him, as he never belteved 
In dofng anything to excess or In losing control. He also didn't belleve In self-pity, but he 
vaguely remembered telling two blurry faces about his desperate longing to do what he'd been 
trained to do; later, he remembered those same two faces gently putting him to bed. 


From that time on, they'd decIded he needed looking after, and more than an occasional cheer Ing- 
Up. It wasn't that he didn't Ifke them -- Boomer was quiet strength and Intelligence, and 
Starbuck was, well, Starbuck -- but he knew the Academy would frown on the fraternization. 


A slight smIle touched hIs I!ps. It was also true that, on occasion, they drove him crazy. Or 
rather, Starbuck drove him crazy. He couldn't quite figure out why Boomer's good sense and 
caution didn't rub off on Starbuck; Instead, Starbuck was always dragging Boomer Into the crazlest 


exploits — some of which also, unfortunately, ended up [nvolving hime Of course, he had to 
admit, they did succeed In cheering him upece 


He sighede 1! could use some of thelr high spirits right now... Distracted, he reached for a 


plece of glass, only to Jerk hfs hand back suddenly. 


"Fraki" he swore, shaking his hand, then putting the Injured finger to hIs mouth. He sat back 
against the wall, trying to soothe his throbbing finger, and stared glooml ly at the carpet. 


Yes, Indeed, this Is turning out to be quite a yahronece 


% Hk He & 


"All rtght, everyone, hold together. We don't want any stragglers when we Jump." 


Apollo glanced out of his cockpit; hls students seemed to be tn perfect formation. Hyperspatial 
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Jumps were child's play these days, but accidents had been known to happen. This was, after all, 
their first long-distance flight. He knew they were ready -- more than ready, In fact. Witha 
surge of pride, he watched them; they flew better than any other Cadets with the same amount of 
filght training, and better than most with considerably more experfence. But they were eager, and 
he wanted to make sure their enthustasm didn't lead to any mistakes. 


"Ready?" He waited for the chorus of excited assents. "Good. Let's go." 


He ran the Jump coordinates through his computer. A steady whine began, Increasing In Intensity 
as he braced himself. Then, with a burst of power, they were gone. 
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Everything had gone well; the manoeuvres were perfect. The students had flown superbly, and even 
they had seemed pleased. Perhaps they were finally aware that they could outfly thelr fellow 
Cadets blindfolded. For the first time In a long while, Apollo felt pretty high himself. 


"Foolish pride leads to destruction" —- or so sald the Book of the Word. He'd been ready to order 
preparations for the Jump back to the Academy when a sudden cry rang out over his communicator. 
Check!ng hfs Instruments, he quickly located Its source -— AnIifa, a young Taurean. 


"Cadet Anifa, | assume there was some reason for that rather unmilitary outburst?" he asked cool- 
ly. There'd been more than a hint of panic In the sound, and he hoped to nip It before !t got any 
wors@e 


His ploy seemed to worke There was a moment's sfience, then Anifa's volce, sounding much more 
composed, though still tense, reached him. "Str, ! think you'd better check your scanner. I! hit 
mine, andeee" 


He felt a chill down his spIne as her voice trailed off, and he reached for the scanner controls. 
For a moment, hIs mind refused to accept what he saw, and when I+ did, he felt a surge of panic of 
his own, which he clamped down on Immediately. HIs eyes remalned glued to the scanner. 


Cylons! 


There were at least forty-five of them, over twice his small group's number. Here he was, a 
damned good — but total ly untried and Inexperlenced ~- combat pI lot, about to be forced to engage 
a Cylon strike wing with twenty-one Cadets, none of whom had even touched a Viper a yahren ago. 
Part of his mind wondered at the audacity of the Invaders, to approach the Colonies so closely, 
while the rest worked furlously to develop some plan -- any plan. 


There was no chance to Jump Into hyperspace; the Cylons were almost upon them, and It took ‘too 
long to set a Jump's coordinates and bulld up the necessary momentum. Escape was also out; the 
Vipers might be able to outrun the enemy, but the Cylons would have a fleld=day shoot!Ing at thelr 
exposed, unarmed backsI des. 


There was no choice, really. They had to fight -- and pray... 


"Tighten up the formation -- you're about to get some on-the-job tratning." He deltberately kept 
hts voice caim and matter-of-fact; he didn't want any panic -- but he didn't want anyone to take 
the sItuation too iIghtly, efther. "Remember, the flying skills you have will be more than 
enough, If you_use them! Stay with your wingmates — no one goes off alone. Guard one another's 
backs. And If any one of you tries grandstanding and survives, you'!! damn sure wish the Cylons 
had gotten youl" 


He heard a chorus of acknowledgements over his communicator. He knew they were {fn trouble; he 
could see It —- feel It -- as he watched his students quickly tighten thelr formation. There was 
panic tn them, barely held tn check. They moved too Slowly, too hesitantly... He had the feeling 
thetr fear would choke them, that they would freeze... ; 
He had to do something to calm them, to convince them that they were capable. The Cylons were 
visible now, two of their delta-shaped craft tn the lead. Grimty, he almed his Viper for them. 


"Heads up, and watch!" he snapped Into hts communicator. Experlenced combat p!lots swore the 
Cylons couldn't outfight the Colonials; he hoped they were right. For one long moment, he held a 
straight filght Ifne, then he slammed the nose of his Viper down, cutting an angle below the 
Cylons, and almost Immedlately snapped his ship sharply upward. The exposed belly of one of the 
Invaders was directly above him, and he ffred a laser blast, flipping his own craft Into a barrel 
roll less than a heartbeat after firing. 


The Cylon ship blew Into a thousand pleces. Apollo Ignored the debris and raced after the second 
one. Its crew attempted evasive manoeuvres, but Apollo couldn't be shaken off, and withtIn 
microns, the second Invader suffered the same fate as the first. 


He raced back to rejoin his students. "Does that tell you something? You can outfly them, 
outfight and outthink them. But not If you don't try. You're Warrlors -- act Ifke It!" 


His gamble appeared to have pald off; he could feel the difference as they tightened thelr forma- 
tlon.e And not a moment too soon — a split micron later, the matn Cylon attack force slammed {nto 
their ITne. 


Apollo could never remember exactly what happened In the battle that followed. It always remalned 
a jumble of movement and ferocity, a confusion of flashing stiver and flaming laserse HIs_ stu- 
dents fought Ifke demons, and he always remembered the feeling of pride as they held to, and 
used, every skill he'd ever taught them. He himself "free-lanced" —- employing his greater sk! 


and experience to plug any gap or cover any unguarded back, racing IIke a whirlwind tn an effort 
to be everywhere at once. 


Only one event stood out In hIs memory. Although he would lose other members of hIs commands 
throughout the yahrens, few ever affected him as th!s one did, the first of "his peopie™ lost tn 
an enemy attack. A nice kid, a good student, with a Hades of a lot of potential -- but he let 
himself be pulled out of formation In the heat of battle, and his Viper was already a fifre-bal! 
before Apollo could reach hIme 


He'd been avenged almost at once, but vengeance wasn't any comfort to hIs tnstructor. Nor were 
the words from his superfors, who later told Apollo that to take on a squadron of Cylons with a 
group of Cadets only half their number, and to lose only one, was nothing short of miraculous, a 
tribute to his talents both as a commander and as an Instructor. No, vengeance and words were no 
comfort; they didn't matter. He could never think back on that Incldent without feeling a special 
Sadness o | 


The battle ended as abruptly as [+ had begun. The thirteen remaining Cylon fighters broke off and 
raced into the void. There was a moment of silence, then an explosion of laughter and cheers 
blared from Apollo's communicator. His students’ rellef was an almost tangible presence. 


He understood the need to release their tenslons, but they weren't out of danger yet. Where there 
was one Cylon strike force, there could be more. This wasn't the time to get careless; they could 
celebrate to thelr hearts’ content when they were safely back at the Academy. 
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"Heads up, Cadets; they may come back. Set your coordinates, and let's get out of here!" 


+ Het 


They were walting for him when he left debriefinge The session Itself hadn't been long, and had 
ended with Commander Treybor requesting that High Command assIgn a battlestar to patrol the area. 
Apollo had recommended cIltations for his students, a request the Commander took under advIsement. 


His students were gathered In the hallway, and waylald him as he headed for hls quarterse Cadet 
Anifa led them; they all looked subdued and sheepI!sh- 


"Sir," she began diffidently, "we'd Iike to say something, If you have a centon." 
Nodding, he stopped before her. 


"Well, Weeeewe wanted to say we're sorry, sir," she sald In a rush, then hurrled on. "You were 


right, and we were wrong, and out of IInee And we're allve because you knew better. | mean, we 
really knew those Vipers! When we were fighting, well, |! found | didn't have to worry about 


flying, just about fighting, and, boy, did that make a dlfference!" 


She glanced back at the other students. "So, sir, we, well, Just want to apologize, and to thank 
youe We've all learned a lot today, especially that we'd already learned a lot -- from you." 


He stood there for a moment, fightIng down the horrible feeling that he was golIng to cry. Final- 
ly, he managed to say, "Thank you," not trusting himself to say more. 


As he walked down the corridor toward hIs quarters, he felt a lightness In his heart for the first 
time since hIs own graduation. 


It wlll come through, my transfer. In the meantime, |'m doling something Important. |! am making 
a difference. And helping to save Ilves.e Maybe things are looking up, after allee. 
a BD lh nA * Nl es AT A IU eh hee uobs) Riga Cumin CN ie 


"Hey, Lleutenant! Nice goIng! You're gonna have to tell us all about It. Maybe we'll have a 
little celebration, huh?" Starbuck hurried up to hIm, Boomer only one step behind. 





Then again, maybe they're not 
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"Resident Allens" 


(By Linda Ruth Pfonner) 


When she had finished her log entry and managed to hit the BREAK key, Allahara was exhausted. It 
seemed to require an extraordinary amount of effort for her to II ft her eyes to meet Commander 
Christopher's compassionate gaze. 


"Thank you, Allahara," he sald softly. "We're grateful to youe As Irritating as he can be at 
times, Tanis Is our best sentlologist. We value him highly." 


*Some of your crew might disagree with that,* she commented. *But | know of none who truly wish 
him tll.* 


"I've wished him laryngitis, on occaston," the Commander of the OSIRIS admitted with a chuckle. 
"You look tired. Why don't you go and get some rest?" 


*Thank you, Commander. | belleve | will.* 


eH H 


Since she didn't truly fit Into any crew category, Colonel Arsenaux had finally, tn exasperation, 
given her a temporary billet In the Life Station, with a recommendation that she find herself a 
bolt hole somewhere In the vast reaches of the OSIRIS, a place she could customize to her own 
unlque needs. 


She had gravely thanked the Colonel, and had Immediately sought out the Piper, asking for ald. He 
had considered I+ something of a challenge. 


Within three days, he led her to a luxurlously appointed !Ittle cage not really far from hls own, 
but with complete privacy and almost perfect sound-proofinge I+ had a sleeping mat large enough 
for her to rol! around on, and even a tiny refrigerator. There was no turbowash, but she didn't 
water-bathe, anyway. All her sanitary needs were provided for, and with the cool!ng device, she 
could keep small amounts — considering her needs — of food on hand, tn case she felt too antI- 
soclal to go out for meals. 


*This Increases my debt to you immeasurably, P!Iper,* she told him, her mental tone quite awed. *| 
have not seen such luxury sInce |! left Uylenden!* 


"Don't worry about It, Watcher," he smiled. "I'll collect eventual ly." 

By those words — and by the overtones of what he did not say — she knew he took his reward In 
her delight, and would consider any further payment to be extraneous. That crystali!zed her 
determination to find something with which to gl ft him. 

But now, exhausted by the over-use of a long-unpracticed Sktil, she padded stlently to her 


quarters and sprawled on her mat. She was asleep In moments. 
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When she awoke, she was ravenous, and headed up-deck again to find something to eat. When she 
arrived at the NCO open mess on Z-Deck -- a more Informal and relaxing place to eat than the 
Officers’ Club — she found a note addressed to her tacked on the door at her eye-level. She read 
It slowly, puzzifng out the wretched script. 


Watcher-- 


The sentor cook has a gi ft for_youe 


It was not signed with a name, but with a simple |!ne-drawing of the pipes that had drawn her out 
of exile. *Now what has he done for me?* She padded over to the senlor cook, whom she had met 
before. 


He saw her coming, and smiled. "Just a micron," he called, waving a hand at her as he turned to 
go back Into the kitchen. 


*Certainily.* She sat down to walt, carefully tucking her tall around her forepaws so no one would 
step on It. People gave her a wide berth, and she heard, without Intending to, the wave of 
comment that her mere presence InspIred. 


Then she saw the chlef cook returning, and gasped {n amazement. *Is that for me?!* 


"Sure Is.» Where do you want It?" he asked jovially. He and another man were carrytng a platter 
that held a huge, steaming haunch of raw meat. 


*On the floor..«.In a corner where | won't be In the wayee.?* 

"Okayeee How ‘bout here?" 

*FIne. Thank youse..* 

They deposited the huge meal by the nearest wall and moved aside so she could reach It. They 
beamed proudly, but she hardly noticed; nor was she aware, except marginally, when they left her 
In peacee The meat wasn't natural, of course -—- the lack of proper detall on the bone betrayed 
Its culture vat origins. But it looked, smelled, and, best of all, tasted Ike freshly-kI lied 


meat. 


*1 don't know how he did this, but It's amazing,* she carolied to herself. *ThIs Is magn! fIcent! 
Espectally after almost ten days of the d'mruk they call food!* 


~Allahara didn't realize the Impresston she was making on the other people In the room. Even 


though Commander Christopher had broadcast a shIp-wide announcement to the crew so no one would 
mistake her for an escapee from the zoo, almost no one had ever seen her before. She was a 
startiing -~- and frightenIngly feral — sight, and she unnerved a good many of the Colonltals who 
watched her enjoy her gift In true Culath fashion. : 


She was humming a quiet song of satisfaction and repletion, lelsurely |!ckIing the blood off her 
forepaws, when she happened to glance up at the rest of the roome Her song caught !n her throat. 
There were fewer than half as many people as there'd been when she arrived, and most of those 
remaining were staring at her with expressions ranging from disgust to outright fear. 


She stood In one IIquid motion, facing them all unfllnchtngly, unaware of Just how untamed and 
formidable she appeared to the Colonlais. 





rio 


*Manners vary from world to world and race to race,* she broadcast loudly enough for everyone 
present to hear. *But where |! came from, It was standard practice not to stare at a guest.* 


Reaction to her statement ranged from alarm to embarrassment, but she was angry at herself for 
letting them Irritate her. *After all,* she reminded herself, *they cannot help I+ If they are so 
unsophisticated, for they have had so |!ttle contact with other races.* She bent to pick up the 
half-cleaned bone In her massive Jaws, and headed for the door, walking with an untntentional 
swaggere The crowd split to give her a clear path, and no one deterred her. 


She took the bone back to her quarters and lald It on top of the refrigerator; she didn't want It 
to get colde Then she went out againe She needed room, for she wanted to pace, and her quarters 
were too smalls She was more upset by the attitudes of the other diners than she had been by 
anything else aboard the OSIRIS. 


*The Piper warned me about this,* she remembered. *He sald that they might think of me as a lower 
animal, rather than a sentient. But he was convinced that they would IIke me as an animal, even 
If they had some difficulty accepting my sentience.e He was, apparently, mistaken on that count, 
for even the members of hIs own mess were horrified.* She shuddered; fear bred hatred, and the 
history of the Culath was scarred by several attempts at genocide, both on nefghbourting worlds and 
on Uylenden Itself. 


*And here, | am alone, separated from all my people... They could kII! me easly enough. I have 
no weapons but my own body and my poorly-honed Skilis. No one to remember me, or to quiet my 
wandering ghost...* 


She pald no attention to where she was going. She simply agonized over what she could or should 
do, and she shivered with new-found fear at the reallzation of her own helplessness. 


She had no Idea where she was when the sound of someone crying Interrupted her preoccupation with 
her own misery. *CryIngeee? | know who that Is...* 


True to her tralning and her personal predilections, Allahara forgot all about her own distress In 
order to discover what she could do to help the other. I+ took her only a moment or two to track 
the sound of the sobs to thelr source. 


In the small sentlology lab, slitting tn front of her easel, staring at It without seelng It, her 
hands clenched Into white-knuckled fists, sat the female she had met In Life Centre that morning. 
Her thoughts were much too upset for the concerned Culath to make any sense of them, so the fellne 
slipped silently Into the room. 


*Karleeet* 

The woman spun around with a cry, almost frightened, but too upset to have room for any emotion 
other than the grief to which she had temporarily given way. She recognized the Culath 
Immediately, and tried to force a smile of welcome. 


"Hello, Allahara. Wh-whatever are you d-dolng here?" 


She affected a human shrug. *! am not exactly sure where | am. 1! was brooding, and | thought | 
heard someoneeeein distress. Is something wrong?* 


"Why, no, I'm fine, really.e" Karl's smile was almost authentic, and Allahara growled suddenly, 
deep In her throat. The Corellian frowned -—- Allahara very seldom vocal!zed, and she'd heard some 
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of the pilots debating about whether she was capable of [t at all. "What's wrong with you?" 


She shook herself violently. *leeezshaazsit! |! do not understand these people we find ourselves 
amongst, Karl. You have been with them longer than | -- do you understand what motivates them? | 
confess ! do not.* 


Kart cocked her head to one side. "What happened t'you2" she Inquired, polntedly accenting the 
pronoun. 


Allahara told the tale of her meal. *The chief cook and his assistant are friendly. The Piper Is 
friendly. There are Freya, and Tanis, and Alexandraee. | do not consider Morgan unfriend.e But 
the NCO mess stared at me as !f | were some sort of undomesticated an!Imal. Some of the warrlors 
seemed almost prepared to draw on me -- and all ! was doing was eatinge..!* She turned pleading 
eyes on the Corelllan. *is It because | am furred? Or a quadruped? Or Is It because | am not 
verbal? Why?* 


Kari*s response was slow In coming, and her words were gentle. "It's not that easy, Allahara. 
For all thelr might and the anclentness of their race, they're really only twelve worlds' 
refugees, running from an enemy so powerful that they IIterally can't fight [t. Every other race 
they've ever met, as near as | can tell —- and I've been working with thelr sentlology department 
for months — has been elther aloof from allfance or an outright enemy, already allled with the 
Cylon Empire. One on one, they can rise above It; your list of friends Is an example. But fn 
groups, and as a whole, they are the spooklest, most paranold people I've ever met, and I've been 
a spacer most of my adult I!fe." 


Allahara didn't reply Immediately. *! did not know that,* she admitted finally. *But that does 
explain why | have felt an aura of buried, subliminal grlef pervading every corner of this ship. 
They have all lost thefr homes, have they not?* 


Kar! nodded. "None of ‘em are terribly anxfous to talk about It. Before | learned thelr language 
— when ! was first brought on board, In fact -~ they told me tn plictures about the Destruction, 
trying to ask If | was a refugee from the Colonies, too. Later, when | was more fluent, | asked a 
few questions, and now, I! Ifisten to the talk In the Club, ‘cause people talk when they're drunk, 
sometimes about things they won't discuss any other tIme. 


"Near as | can make out, everyone on board lost someone or something dear, even If It was only the 
home that can now Ifve only In memory; there's not even enough left to fuel day-dreams. 


"It must've been terribly traumatic. They were on thelr way home after a four-year-long explora- 
tory missfon, and Instead of homes and happy families, they found thelr entire clvtilsation 
utterly destroyed, with only scattered survivors left to tell them of a massive Cylon betrayal, 
and of the ‘Exodus of the Survivors,’ led by the GALACTICA, the sole survivor of the massed 
Colontal Fleet. 


"OSIRIS fs following the GALACTICA, just trying to survive, know!ng they can't really expect to 
catch up, though It's possible, and picking up after the GALACTICA, who spends most of her time 
running and trying to protect her unarmed fleet from the Cylons. They're surviving, I! think, 
mostly on falth and hope." 


There was a long silence, then Allahara sighed. *! suppose that does make sensee.e.e Thank you, 
Kari. | do understand them better, now. | am, J! think, a bit over-sens!tIive. I am unused to 
coping with people. My shIpmates and | were almost a family ~- we had been outbound for five 
years, and wo did not expect to turn for home for at least another two or three. Dealing with a 
small circle of kin-close friends Is different from coping with thousands of strangers of a 
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strange species.* 


The woman nodded, and her mood darkened. “It's different from my galaxy, too. There, we've been 
travelling through space and hyperspace for so long that no one remembers, now, what world 
invented the Drivee The Empire rules, or professes to rule, all but a few Insignificant fringe 
worlds. There's the Rebellfon, challenging their rule..." Kar!'s hand dropped to touch the 
bright silver buckle she wore, “and the Independents who scrape out a living from the crumbs 
that're left after the Corporations're finished..." She shivered, hugging herself as !f cold, and 
Aillahara moved a step closer, drawn by the other's paln. 


*I think that you are not too much different from our hosts,* she suggested gently. *You, too, 
are lost from your home. Is there no way for you to return?* 


"Yes!" Karl leaped to her feet and stood, trembling with the effort to control herself. "Yes," 
she repeated. "My ship made a misjJump. I was ejected tn a |! fe-pod after we fell sub-Ifght. 
After! I know It! Allx fs out there somewhere, tn a probably crippled ship, without a navigator! 
The poor fool couldn't find his way from bow to stern without meee.” 

She shuddered, then twitched, startled, as the Culath deliberately mimicked a bast's affectionate 
rub against her legs. Allahara's heavily-plumed tal! curled around the woman Ifke a gentle, 
tender hug, and Kar! fell to her knees. She threw her arms around the feline's ltuxurtant!y-furred 
neck, burfed her face In the thick black mane, and sobbed. 

Allahara made no attempt to stop her, but shared the Corell!an's grlef and helpless frustration; 


she curled around the human, purring. Eventually, Karf ran out of tears and sat up, wip!ng her 
face on her sleeve. 


"I'm sorry, Allahara." Her tone made It clear that she was ashamed of herself for losing control. 
*There Is no shame tn grltef,* the Culath sald softly, nuzzitng the woman's damp cheeks. ‘*At 
least, you can hold some hope agaltnst utter despair; your mate may stItll be allve -- Indeed, If 
the ship survived the misJump long enough to launch a IIfe-pod, [+t may not have been serlously 
damaged at all. I! saw my mate killed. Your Al!x may st!fll be alfve.* 

Karl opened her mouth to speak, and sneezed Instead. "Oh, no!" she cried In dismay. 


*What's wrong?* 


She tried to answer — and sneezed agatn. She fumbled In a Jacket pocket for a t+Issue. "Oh, 
frakeee" 


*You sound ifke Arfon. What !s the matter?* 


Kari blew her nose and dabbed fruftiessly at her puffy, watering eyes. Then she stood up and 
stepped away. "I'm all right. I'm Justec. Oh, oh, k'fuzi" She sneezed. 


*WI1l you stop cursing and tell me what ts wrong?* 

"Cursing? You want to hear cursing? I'II give you cursIngeee” 

*! do not want to hear cursing. I want to know why you are suddenly sneezing all over me!* 

"Oh, I'm sorry, Allaharal But | think you're close enough to belng a cat, or a bast, that I'm 


allergic to youe" She punctuated her statement with stI!| another sneeze. 
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Embarrassed, Allahara backed away. *I'm sorryese I'!1 gocee* 


"Nol" The woman's snarled order was mit!tgated by yet another sneeze. "No. You c'n come with 
ME@cee” 


*Where?* She had stopped retreating, but dared go no closer. 

"To the sickbay..Life Station...whatever they call the k'shassan thing! Lupus has medIcation for 
this -- {t happened to me before, when Clem tried to take up residence In my guitar case once. 
1*11 be all right. 1! just need those tchalg'tn ptlis!" 

*You are sure?* 


"Positives No one dies from allergles — y' Just wish you could." 


Allahara fell In step as Kari hurried past her. *All right. |! assume you know yourself well! 
enough to know when you are really tn danger. But aren't those adjectives a bit...Imprecise?* 


Kar! laughed aloud. "Did you understand them?" 
*l understand nearly all languages. It Is a GIft,* she explained rather offhandedly. 


"At last!" Karl crowed triumphantly. “Someone who understands when |! cail someone a shalvan glast 


a'kel-hsar zvind'wat!" 


*Kari! 1 profess to be shocked!* 
"! don't think ! could shock you with a negative power coup|ing," was Karl's only comment. 
The Culath chuckled silently, loping along easily beside her. 


% %& %& % 


Lupus took one look at the miserable Corelilan and growled In disgust. "Now what are you allergic 
to?" 


Allahara answered that by peeking Into LIfe Centre, an expression of undIisguised worry In her wide 
beryl eyes. 


"Oh, foresee! Come along, Karf." He dragged her back Into the dispensary, leaving the Culath 
alone. 


Allahara sat dIsconsolately In the middle of the floor. *! hope she Is al! right ~- she seemed to 
be having some trouble breathing...* 


"tLahara? ‘Zat you?" 


The voltce belonged to Tanis, and the slur In his words meant he was Just recovering from one of 
Lupus's underhanded|y-adminIistered sedatives. 


Grateful to hear a friendly volce, the feline padded Into his tiny cubiclee *Yese 1 am sorry If 
| woke youeee* 
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He smiled rather fuzzily. "Noe I! was yellin’ at Lupus, ‘ttl he cheated an' walked out on me." 
He studied her almost clinically. "What's th' matter?" 


She was startled that he could read her so well. *Why, nothingee.o* 


"Don't Ile t'me, ‘Lahara. Y'left here all bright-eyed an‘ bushy-talled, an now, y'look Itke 
y' just lost y'r best friend!" 


*Maybe | did!* she cried. *Now, I'I! never know!* Her tal! lashed, although the rest of her body 
stayed rigidly stationary. 


The response made no sense to TanIs, who demanded that she explain. She did, feeling gulity all 
over again -— until he began to laugh. 


*|t Is not funny, Tants! We were Just beginning to be friends!* 


"It's not funny," he agreed, still laughing while he tried to stop so he could breathe. "It's 
hilarfouse Her an’ her supertor attitude, an* her unpronounceable curse words...” 


*You mean k'shassan? And zvind'wat? And tchalg'tn? | understand them.* 


"What do they mean?” he wanted to know, distracted by the tantal!zing presence of a bit of new 
know ledge. 


*Ask here 1! do not use language |tke that.* 

Tants glared at her In unmistakable disgust. "You Just dide" 
*| Just did what?* 

"Used "language |IIke that.'" 

*Language Itke what? Like how? What did I say?* 


He opened his mouth to answer, then snapped !t shut again -— he couldn't pronounce the Corel! fan 
wordse The Lords knew he'd tried, especlally when Kar! truly Irritated him. 


He was rescued by the appearance of Kar! herself. She was still sniffling, and her eyes were 
still puffy and red, but she was smiling. 


"Thanks, Doc!" she called to the medic who had stopped at the door to the dispensary. 

"Don't call me that!" Lupus snarled. Then he caught sight of Allahara and Tanis, both watching 
him through the doorway of the tiny cubicle, uninhtbitedly amused. “And you! Out! This Its 
supposed to be Life Centre -- not the zoo! = And youe.." he turned, finally, on his patient, "are 
supposed to be asleep!" 

"How c'n anybody sleep through all this yellin'?® Tanis asked Innocently. 

Lupus Just stared at him for a moment. Then his face started to get very rede 


*Uh, Kart.ee? Let's get out of here,* Allahara suggested hurrledly. 


*That's right,* she heard Tanis call to her. *Abandon me here under ftre!* 
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*{ am sure you can handle him, Tants,* she sald sweetly. *You are sick; when you get tired of 
listening to him rant, falnt on him.* 


*No, thanks,* came the answer. *But maybe !'II fafnt on the bed.* 
*That will probably do. Good luck.* 
She heard him grow! In response, then abandoned contact with him to Ifsten to Karl. 


Y'know, I'm beginning to think the two of them rather enjoy all that fighting," the woman 
observed. "it gives ‘em something to do. What would Lupus do without someone to yell! at?" 


*Have a stroke, and die of acute frustration,* Allahara replied. *He should thank TanIs.* 


With that thought, the OSIRIS's two resident allens adjourned to the Officers' Club, where the 
entirety of the tale found ready |!steners. Robin dug around In her stash of Byzelilan artifacts, 
finally finding a stemmed porcelaln goblet big enough for Allahara, and Hannibal filled It with 
M'dort. 


A lot of M'dorl! and ambrosta flowed through the room, while Kar! and Allahara wrote a very rude 
song = In Corelllan — about an over-excltable doctor and a cantankerous patient. They laughed 
themselves sick over their song, totally mystifying everyone else In the room. 








"Sollloquy of a Viper PI lot" 


(By Karen Welkert) 


Drifting In the deeps of space, 
The Fleet a cluster of IIghts on the screen, 
1*ve spent so many centars out here 
Walting In the qulet of my Viper 
For something to happen, 
Watching the screen for Cylons, 
And hoping they won't appear. 
"ve already beaten the odds. 
The II fe expectancy of a Viper pI lot Is twenty-sIx yahrens, 


And I*I1 be thirty In a sectone 
Is that why the qulet drifting of patrol attracts me? 
Am | try!Ing to forget the dead, 

Forget that | fly on borrowed tIme? 

| was there when the ATLANTIA dled; 

| flew cover for the evacuation of Caprica; 

I've fought In every battle of the retreat, 

And | 'm tired. 

| need to belleve that Earth Is out there, 

Drifting In the deeps of space, 


Even as |. 
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by fl\ary 5. Jones 


"The Ultimate Victor® 


(By Mary S. Jones) 


A wrecked Cylon shuttle, no signs of ilfeee. But then Apollo and Starbuck found 
her — a beautiful young blonde woman, encased tn a battered cryogenic tube. She 
was allve, and seemed unharmed, but could remember nothtIng. 


Or almost nothInge She remembered her name -- Mar!Isooe And she remembered her 
father. HIs name was Baltar. 


With Commander Adama's permission, and with the assIstance of Apollo and 
Starbuck, Martsoo tralned to become a Viper pltlot, and Jofined the elite 
Speciality Squad.e Then, when her two friends disappeared on a simple contact 
misston, she had to take a Viper after them. 


She found their shuttle sunk tn the middle of a lake. After rescuing the two 
near~drowned men and reviving the all-but-dead Apollo, Marfseo began to repair 
their shuttle. While she worked on the ship, the men set out to complete thelr 
assignment. 


The two Warrlors soon encountered a party of natives, who with a great show of 
friendship escorted the Colontals to thelr village and prepared a feast In their 
honour. A village elder went to Apollo. "You will leave us through the Star 
Gateeee We send you back to your Father..oo" 


They were taking him to dleececel 


Part 11 


It wasn't easy tracking Apollo and Starbuck through the thick underbrush. The trees and vines 
stared forbiddingly durtng the entire trip, as If angry that men had passed and scarred them with 
laser fire to mark thelr tratl; they seemed to reach for her with every slightest breeze. On 
several occasions, Martsoo took time to shinny up a tree, trying to get her bearings and keep her 
directions -— and tryIng to get a breath of fresh alr after the humtd closeness below. It was 
while nestled high on a waving, leafy platform of IIving wood that she first spotted the cIty. It 
wasn't difficult to determine that her shipmates had been headed stralght for the grey stone 
structurese After that, she was able to pick up her pace, having a definite goal In sight. 


Then the sun set, and It became harder agatn; she floundered through the thick brush, almost 
losing the trail several times as she pushed one When the stars came out, she discovered with 
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relief that the distant clty walls reflected the I!ght, and she breathed easter -- she could s#Tl] 
follow her friends. 


Her frequent attempts to contact Apollo and Starbuck were met with unhelpful static. Fearful, she 
tried to be especially careful and quiet — a difficult task, as she stumbled over extended roots 
and blundered Into thick leafy plants, but her caution was rewarded when she found a clearing at 
the base of the clIty walls. 


From her hiding place In a tree overlooking the clearing, Marfsoo saw a primitive town huddled 
against the wall. She also saw that the city was nothing but empty rulns. The s{tuation sur- 
prised her. They'd expected to find a Ifving, flourishing soclety, not the degenerating remnants 
of former greatness. Was this what had happened to the Thirteenth Tribe of Kobol? Were these few 
half-naked humanolds the only survivors of their space-faring brothers? She shuddered. 


Then she heard the music —~ wlid, syncopated, with exotic rhythms weaving through {t, played on 
Instruments she couldn't begin to Identify. She thought about gotng closer, then realtzed that 
the nolse — along with most of the village's population -- was approaching here She remalned mo- 
tlonless, huddifng among the large fan-IIke leaves of her tree. 


There were more people than she'd thought! — there was actually a crowd assembled, stIl! 
chanting, stinging, and playing thelr Instruments. She was glad they were celebrating something, 
and appeared to be drunk; I[f they'd been golng about thelr usual activities, they'd have noticed 
her. As It was, she should be safee.. 


Marisoo gasped In dismay as she realtzed the first group of natlves was carrying an Inert human 
figure -~- Starbuck, unconscious, unable to defend himself. What had they done to him? Her 
Instincts had been right; there was danger here for the Colonials, and Starbuck was a prisoner. 
But where was Apol jo? 


A glance at the next group of people told her. They were dragging someone along. Apollo was 
being far less cooperative than Starbuck; she could see him struggling, although feebly, as If 
drugged or In some sort of daze. Even as she watched, someone struck him; he collapsed, and the 
natives lifted him tn the alr and hurrled on thelr way, with the rest of the villagers scurrytng 
along behind. 


Marisoo released her pent breath, wonderIng desperately what was happening to her friends, and how 
she could help them. She watched helplessly as they were carried toward and through a wide gap In 
the clIty walls, and thought of follow!ng, but armed men took up guard positions tn front of the 
rotted wooden beams that IIttered the gateway. 


There had to be another way —— and she had to find [t quickly. There was no way of know!Ing what 
the natives Intended for Apollo and Starbuck, but whatever I+ was, she suspected [t wasn't good, 
and she doubted she had time to go around the cIty and look for another gate. Even !f she found 
one, the city was probably a maze of streets, bulldings, and what looked IIke dark chasms. She'd 
never find her way back -~ not In time, anywaye 


InspIration struck -- thick branches hung over the sturdy stone walls! Perhaps she could Just 
drop over the walls, If the branches were heavy enough to bear her welght that far out on the 
limbeoe 


Several moments later, she regretted her choice, as she clung precarlfously to several vines twined 
about her branche The tree swayed In the evening breeze, and It seemed a very long way to the 
ground. Fortunately, the wall was broad at that polnt -- perhaps there'd been a guardhouse In 
some previous brighter era -—— and she could drop onto that vantage point, then find a way down. 
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She ‘took a deep breath and dropped from the branch. With a Jolt and a grunt, she landed on the 
hard rock, nearly roliing off the edge before she caught herself on a projecting stonee The stone 
was a blessing tn more ways than one. She was able to fasten a loop of vine to It, and lower 
herself over the edge of the wall, clamberl!ng down the uneven surface with a skI!l she'd never 
reallzed she possessed. 


Where to go now? 


From the shadows of the wall, Marltsoo flitted across a plaza, her own shadow vanishing quickly 
behInd an ornately carved wall. She hugged the bullding edge as she ran toward the sound of 
tramping feet. The voices and music had stopped; for a few microns, she lost her bearings, but 
quickly regained her sense of direction. 


There! She saw a group of men approaching, and willed herself to become a part of the city Itself 
as she ducked Into an alley. She scarcely breathed as they passed within a few metres of her 
hiding place, walting tn utter s!llence and absolute motionlessness for the second group she knew 
had to be close behind. 


Martsoo felt Ilitke screaming as the long centons passed slowly by. She tried to force her Im- 
patience to go somewhere else, but curlosity eventually won out. She moved stealthily to the 
opening between the bulldings, and peered out Into the street. 


There was no one! 
Where had the others gone? 


They must've split up, she thought, feeling a moment's pantce She belleved she could follow the 
first group of natives without difficulty -- but what’ about the others? She'd recognized 
Starbuck's captors, and had seen the Lieutenant among them -- but what had happened to Apollo? 
Where had they taken the Captain? 


The welrd chanting began agafn, and Marlsoo ducked back [nto the alley, her heart pounding 
furfously as she clapped a hand over her own mouth to prevent the scream she could feel grow!ng In 
her throat. Oh, that sound! 


Instinct told her to move; there was a grow!ng urgency about the situation, fueled by the droning, 
almost religious Intonatlons. Perhaps [t was relfglous, a ritual of some kind? That worsened the 
danger. She hated the !tdea of facing a mob of primitive fanatics. But what cholce did she have? 


Well, she knew where Starbuck was, and could follow hime If she took the time to try and track 
Apollo, she might lose both of them tn the om!nous maze of the city. 


She filtted out Into the night, moving on small, cat-IIke feet as she tralled Starbuck and hls 
captorse She was unseen -— and filled with a dreadful sense that time was running out. 


a 


On the bridge of the GALACTICA, Martsoo’s first communique was recelved with horror, but word that 
the men were allve lessened the tensfon. 


Nearly a day had passed since then, and with no further Information on the mlsslon's status, 


people were getting worrled again. The Commander had scarcely left the command deck, and the 
entire bridge area was crowded with friends of the missing personnel, all walting anxfously. 
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Athena, Rigel, and Omega had stayed on past the end of their normal duty shifts, and Colonel TIgh 
was back at his post after only the briefest of rest perlods. Of the pilots, Sheba, BoJjay, and 
Jolly were present, and It was a toss-up as to whom they were most concerned about -- Apollo, 
Starbuck, or Marlsoo. 


"Anything?" Tigh asked tensely, gazing over Omega's shoulder. 




















The Flight Officer looked up and shook hIs heade "No 
he'd been on duty too long. 


hing new, sire" He rubbed hIs tired eyes; 


Adama overheard the exchange, and sighed. Cadet Mar 
were still allve, and were contInuIng thelr misston, 
really all right? After such a crash... 


soo had reported that his son and Starbuck 
ut could her report be belleved? Were they 


Athena took his arme "Father?" she querted husk ly, 
could see how fatigued she was, and how concerned abou 


searching hIs face with worrled eyes. He 
her brother, her love, and her new friend. 


He shrugged, shakIng hIs head, and her shoulders droop 
walting at the door. They exchanged troubled glances, 


d as she passed hIs response to her friends 
then resumed their whIspered conversation. 


A moment later, the door opened behInd them, and Do 
following closely behind. 


or Sallk strode onto the bridge, Cassiopela 


"Commander, may | speak to you? It's urgent, about that disease." 


Adama saw the tired worry In the doctor's face, mirror 
he asked, his volce as low as the medic'se. Tigh move 


d In Casslopela's blue eyese "What Is [+?" 
to his Commander's side. 


"We've an epidemic on our hands," Saltk declared starkly. 


"What?" Tigh demanded. 


The doctor nodded, lockIng stares with the GALACTICA's Executive Officer. "“Confirmede Half our 
pilots are down with It, Including Boomer, Gliles, and Cree, and It's spreading to the civilian 
populatione | don't know what it Is yet, and | don't know how to flght It." 


"Any predictions on Its progress?" Adama asked wearlly. Another problem to deal with, and an 
epidemic was the very last thing he needed at the moment. 


Salik shook his head wordlessly- The strange fever, with Its accompanyIng delusions, was knocking 
out both Warrfors and civilfans, and It was totally beyond his experlence. 


"Keep me Informed," the Commander sald hollowly.- Then he turned away, to once again stare unsee- 
Ingly at Omega's scanner screene The younger man wiped beads of sweat from his forehead. 


Apollo and Starbuck both, Adama thought. It would be painful enough to lose elther of them, 
devastating to lose bothe And there was a Cadet Involved, too, young Marisoo, possibly the 


daughter of the traitor Baltar. Losing her would hurt, too, almost as much as losing his own 
daughter. 


He noticed that his Flight Officer was tremblInge "Omega, are you all right?" 
The young man glanced up at him, then rose unsteadiIly, reaching for the back of his chair for 


support. "leeel feel so hotesee. | think I'meee" He collapsed on the flight deck. 
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"Salfki® the Commander shouted, hIs volce ringing over the bridge. 


The doctor was there In a micron, bendIng over Omega's prone body. "Fever, same symptoms as the 
others... Cassie, get a stretcher up here on the double -——- and tell them he goes Into quarantine, 
itke the others!" 


Omega was muttering Incoherently as he was carrled from the bridge. The others watched tn grave 
silencee An eptdemic had reached the bridge crew; who would be next to fall Til? Could they work 
their way through this new disaster? Several turned to stare at Adama, thelr trust In the Com- 
mander suddenly shaken as they real!zed that he, too, might fall victim -- he'd been standing next 
to the stricken Omega. 


They didn't even know yet If thls strange disease was fatal. It had appeared, seemingly from 
nowhere, during the past twenty-four centars, starting slowly, with scattered cases of fever, de- 
ltirtum, and a strange red mottiing that spread over the entire body. It had swept rapidly through 
half the pllots, and had Infected several of the clivilflan population. Fortunately, It was 
presently confined to the GALACTICA, and the battlestar herself was under quarantine at Sallk's 
orders. But had the doctor acted soon enough to contaln the disease? 


And could the Fleet survive If !t lost Its protectors? 


Het HS 


Marisoo peered across a plaza at the blank facade of the windowless bullding Into which Starbuck 
had been carried. The Cadet had already circled the small structure, moving quickly but 
cautiously In the darkness. The single door opposite her was the only apparent means of entrance 
and egress — and It had been left unguarded. 


As she watched from her perch In an empty window of a nearby tower, she saw four men emerge from 
the bullding; s!Ix had entered. That meant two stI!l stood guard over her friend. 


After several centons, she concluded that the other men weren't golng to leavee There hadn't been 
time for them to do anything to thelr prisoner, and Marlsoo determined not to give them further 
opportunity. She left her tower, stumbl!ng over a plece of rubble, and froze, fearful that her 
misstep would mean her discovery, but no one came to Investigate the slfght sound. I+ took 
several moments for her heart to stop pounding; then she went on. 


Laser drawn, she stepped Into the blackness of the small structure, her eyes straining In the 
dark, her ears I!tstentng for anything suggesting human movement. Inonly microns, her eyes 
detected light, and she reallzed {t+ filtered through to her from somewhere ahead, but not directly 
Into this antechamber. 


She took severai more cautious steps, reached a corner, and flattened herself to the wall to s] Ink 


turtively past Ite If she read the shadows correctly, the IIght source should be Just around that 
next bendeee 


And It wase Cadet Marfsoo studied the scene. Two armed men stood before a barricaded metal door, 
torches blazing behInd them tn matching alcoves on efther sides She halted when she heard one of 


them speak, surprised that she recognized the language. 


“We are left here while the Lord Is sealed within hts tomb! We miss the great sealltng!" one sald, 
obviously resentful of their duty. 
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"Ah, but we will participate tn the ceremony opentng the Sky Gate, In the Temple, with the blood 
of the sacrifice," the other replled placatingly. 


"True," the first agreed more cheerfully. "We will send him to prepare the way." 


"Bloodthirsty savages!" Marisoo muttered IndIgnantly. Imagine, beIng pleased at being permitted 
to ki! a man! But what did It mean, "sealed withIn his tomb," and "send him to prepare the way"? 
Hopefully, the guards would say more, and soon. If Apollo was already sealed up In a tomb, It was 
too late to help him, unless the phrase was only a flgure of speech, some token ritualee. 


"The herbs will assure that the sacrifice sleeps until! his time," the second man sald 
thoughtfully. "The Lord's Messenger recelved less, and wil! waken soon." 


"He will wake In his proper place, and will stay until the Anclent Master, the Great Komander, 
comes to claimhime Then his sptrit will depart to the stars, and we wil! give his body to the 
consecrated fire." The first man sounded quite satisfied with a religion that seemed horribly 
barbaric to Marisooe "He wiil understand what has happened, and will bless his people." 


"Fat chance!" Marisoo almost screamed. Instead, she calmly pointed her laser and fired, and the 
two guards dropped Into undignified lumps on the stone floor. There wasn't much times: she ran 
forward and pulled the wooden beams across the door out of thelr slots In the wall. The metal 
door swung slowly In her direction; she grabbed a torch and thrust It Into the dark chamber 
yawning behind the door. 


"Starbuck?" she called softly, her votce echotng In the small, enclosed space. 


She heard a low groan, and stepped Into the room. Starbuck sat against the far wall, shielding 
his eyes against the bri ilfance of her torch. He lowered hIs hand and stared, blinkIng, at her. 
"| drank too much," he moaned. "1'm seeltng things.e.or else | died, and you're an angel.” 


"No," she replied swiftly, hurrying to his stde. "You were drugged and brought here. You're al! 
right, but they've got nasty plans for you and Apollo. Come on, we've got to find hime" 


Starbuck forced himself to his feet, but nearly collapsed, falling against the wall. He shook his 
head at Marisoo. "I don't think ! can manages. I! won't be any help to elther of yous" 


"Do you remember anything?" Marfsoo took his arm, draping It over her shoulder, and helped him 
‘toward the door. 


"Vaguelyeee They were taking Apollo to some buliding, one with a glant star carved on It; | heard 
theme It*seee! don't know where It Is." They reached the hallway; Starbuck stopped abruptly. 
"i¢ we leave ‘em here, the others'!! know something's wrong. And these two'!! run for help the 
micron they wake upece" 


Mar!soo thought fast. "Not If they can't reach anybody! The others are coming for you when 
Apollo's ‘sealed within his tomb,* whatever that means, so we have to be out of here by then, any- 
howeee We'll lock them In here, and give them a taste of their own medicine." 


The Lieutenant helped her drag the two men Into the chamber and bolt the door again, but the ex- 
ertion obviously exhausted hIs weakened body. He was panting, and his eyes kept threatening to 
unfocus agalne 


"Probably st!ll from yesterday," Marlsoo consoled. He felt he was betraying Apollo by not helping 
In the rescue, but Marlsoo convinced him that hIs present state was a more than adequate excuse, 
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and the two Warrlors made thelr way back to the cIty wall, where her vine rope stil! dangled, made 
fast to the stone outcropping on the guardpost roof. 


"You stay here," she told Starbuck. "I'il be back as soon as |'ve found Apollo, or found out If 
It's too lateeee" She turned away. 


Starbuck caught her arme "Mar!soo?" 
"Yes?" she sald, glancing back at him. 
He looked down, IIckIng his I!ps.e "You be careful, huh? ! want to see you again, okay?" 


"Of course, I'11 be careful," she sald softly, touched by h!Is concerne “And I'"I!} be back -- with 
Apollo." 


Starbuck had a strange look on h!is face. "! mean It, Marlsoo. You're something really special." 


"Just walt here. If anyone comes, climb the rope, and pull It up after youe We'll call out when 
we get here." Impulstvely, she kissed his cheek. "You take care as well, Starbuck. You're 
pretty special, too." She disappeared Into the darkness of the streets. 


Starbuck stared after her In wonder, a grow!Ing grin betraying his elation. 
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Apollo decided belng conscious was no more painful than belng unconscious, and tt was a lot more 
Informative. He vaguely remembered belng carrted to the mausoleum, and recalled parts of a long- 
winded ritual, but most of the past few centars was a haze that shifted focus and clarity with 
every passing micron. As his mind slowly cleared, he began to hope for a chance of escape. 


The major obstacles appeared to be the three armed men standing guard over h!Im as he sat [n= an 
uncomfortable chair. He could hear chanting from beyond the narrow, curtalned door, but the 
chamber he was In had windows — high, ‘true, but perhaps reachable. Unfortunately, he was 
unarmede His laser was gone, and he couldn't take on three burly men and the old priest by 
himself — at least, not without caustng enough of a commotion that others would hear. Besldes, 
he wasn't sure he was In control of his body yet. 


He wondered what had happened to Starbuck; he didn't know where his friend had been taken, or what 
the plans for him were, but he was afrald they weren't very pleasant. Starbuck might even be dead 


already, and he knew that he might very soon be terminated himself. 


The priest turned from the stone altar where he'd been praying -- If that sf{ngsong iItany and 
frenzied stamping could be called prayer. "It Is time for you, Lord." 


"Time? Foreeewhat?" Apollo forced himself to aske His mind might be clearing rapidly, but his 
tongue wasn't obeying him, and he couldn't get up from the chair unsupported. 


"For you to join your Father, and be sealed safely fn your walting place, In your tomb," the old 
man repifed sedately. 


"That's..ethe second time.seyou've salde.esomething about...etombs," Apollo slurred. He could 
barely feel the guards’ hands as they IIfted him from the chair. “What...2" 


The old man, now dressed tn a Ifnen cape as well as his kIIt, bowed obsequlously In the direction 
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of the large star carving that dominated the far wall of the chamber. "The Master of the Stars 
awalts your comInge When the blood of the sacrifice opens the Sky Gate, you wlll be free, and 
your Father will come for you." 


How In Sagan's name had such a religion been perpetrated on these people? It couldn't have 
evolved natural ly! 


"Blood...of what..esacrificee.e." Apollo demanded unstead! ly. 
"The sun-hafred one, your compantione Hts blood will open the Gate." 
Apollo felt his own blood run cold. "What...2" 


"You will rest within your tomb," the old priest explained reverently to hIs unwilling goditng. 
"The sacrifice will be brought here, and his blood glven to the stars. You wll! be sprinkled with 
It, so your Anclent Father will recognize you when you go to hime Then the tomb will be sealed 
until you have passed to the stars. Then we wil! deal with your fleshly remains as we have always 
donee You will be pleased with us, as your Father has been." 


It may have been the drugs, but Apollo felt [Ike crying. Locked In a tomb to dle, spattered with 
his best friend's blood, walting for the call of a betng definitely not his father... 


Where had It come from? What {f.e.? The thought chilled Apollo even more. Had Ibils been here? 


The old priest stared anxlously at him, and Apollo dragged hImself from the demonically alluring 
thoughts. They were dark and full of destruction, and !f he was to dle tonight, he wanted to be 
thinking about something more pleasant. 


The old man gestured, and the men supporting Apollo deposited him tnto the open altar. It was 
hollow! The chamber with!tn — the coffin within -- was wide and long enough to have made a 
comfortable bed; but It was cold and hard, carved from a block of solld stone. A moment more, and 
the IIght was cut off. 


Desperately, Apollo shoved agalnst the block of stone that sealed him tn, but he couldn't budge 
Ite | 


So this was Ite... The alr In the coffin already seemed stale and close; the seal was probably 
near-perfect. In a few centons, Starbuck would be brought In and slaughtered, probably on top of 
the very stone that entombed hime And thenee. 


"No!" Apollo pounded on the unrelenting stone, but there was no response of any kind.- He could 
only walt, helpless and hopeless. 


The stone walls were cold, and he felt a chil! penetrating to his very soul. He had to find 
something pleasant to thInk about, some memory that would make death easler to bearee. 


Famtly? Friends? So many of them were already dead, destroyed with the Colonies and the F leet; 
the rest were searching even now for a mythical planet that might -- Just might -- provide a 


refugee But some would never reach that place, some IIke Starbuck, doomed to die here as wellece 


Dammit, no! This was no way to thinkee. 


A sweet memory surfaced at last. Cadet Marlsoo st!!! walted on the beach. They'd had a pleasant 
talk this morning —- only today? — about yesterday, about thelr pasts, about the present... 


33 





Apollo sighed. There were so many things they'd never get to talk about, or show each other, or 
remember... He opened h!s eyes wide In the darkness. All the things he wanted to say, all! the 
things he'd thought and feltec. 


A sound reached his ears, a small grating sound, as !f someone were tryIng to move the stone, or 
had bumped Into It... Starbuck? Lords, this was It, theneece! 


There was no mistaking the sound of the laser, or Its heat as the stone above him suddenly glowed 
red-hot -—~ and vanished, with only a sprinkling of dust to mark Its passagee Apollo gasped, and 
found himself face-to-face with a worrled-looking young woman. 


Her frown faded [nto a wide smile as he sat up- "Marlsoo?" he stammered In disbellef. She 
nodded. 


The world had gone crazy. He grabbed her, hugged her tightly, and planted a kiss full on her 
mouth as she giggled, returning his embrace. 


"You're all right!" she finally managed to whisper when she caught her breath. He nodded In re- 
sponse, but when he opened h!s mouth to speak, she put her hand over his I!ps, glancing warningly 
at the curtain separating this sacred room from the rest of the temple; the chants and screams of 
the natives stiil echoed around them, growling more frenzied with every centon.e For the first 
time, he noticed the crumpled body of the priest lying beside his coffins; he ralsed his eyebrows 
questioningly. 


Marisoo shook her head. "Just stunned," she whispered, then pointed to the window. "We can clImb 
the star rays, and be out of here before they notice anything's wrong." 


"But Starbuck..." 
"He's already safe, and walting for us. Let's go!" 
Captain Apollo needed no further urging to flee that place of fear and death. 
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On a monitor aboard a special spacecraft -- one the GALACTICA's monitors were unable to detect — 
a figure In black watched dispasslonately. Long fingers began to tap a strangely omlnous rhythm 
on the table. The animal crouched at the foot of the well-upholstered couch rose and began to 
pace, circilng the chamber as It went to each of the other figures seated In the scattered chairs. 


"Is It complete?" asked one of the others, a belng surrounded by the same eerle power as the 
first. 


"Noe We will have another trial." 
The furred creature returned to settle Itself comfortably on an empty cushion on the couch. 
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Adama had given up trying to sleep, and was sitting at his desk, staring at the fncoming reports 


without seetng them. A gentle chime at the door went unanswered unt!! I+ was repeated a second 
time.e “Enter.” 


Dector Sallk entered the room, looking as weary as he had a right to be; he'd been awake and on 
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duty for two stralght days. 
"Report." Adama's voice held little I!fe, and less hope. 


Saltk dropped a tape on the desk and sank Into a chair, rubbing his face and eyes. "Bad, Com- 
mandere Athena's got It, too, and Greenbean and Brie." 


"And stil! no Ideas?" Adama'd been afrald when Athena reported feeling faint and hadn't shown up 
for duty; his worst fears were now confirmed. 


"I do have one," the doctor repifed unhapp! ly. "There Is a common denominator In all this." 
“Which Is?" A ray of hope -— or thelr doom? 


"Mar ilsoo." 


"What?" 


"The first cases were from Blue Squadron, people closely assoclated with the Cadet. The spread to 
the bridge crew could be through Athena, sInce she's the gIr!'s roommate." 


"That's filmsy evidence to accuse the girl..." Adama began. 


Salik held up a restraining hand. "It's still Just a guess; !'!! need to run tests on her, check 
her Immuno-system. Commander, she's the only new person In the Fleet, the only one who could've 
carried something on board. And remember how we found her -- the Cylons had her, and she was 
sealed In a cryogenic tube. It's not a pleasant thought, but | think you have to consider Ite" 


Adama stared at him In sick horror. Could the Cylons have meant for them to find the girl? Could 
Baltar's ultimate betrayal be to send his own daughter among them, with a virus Intended to de- 
stroy the Fleet? Athena, and many of the others of his crew, were already II; and Starbuck and 
Apollo — his son! -- were even now with the possible carrler of this contagion! 


Could someone so lovely and so Innocent be thelr Destroyer? Was Marlisoo a Cylon death-trap? 


"Please, Lords, noOceee"™ 
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Martsoo kept watch while Apollo and Starbuck ran a quick pre-launch check on their shuttle. It 
was fortunate she'd remembered to lock their gear Inside before going off to hunt for them It 
had taken only moments to complete repairs to the damaged circults, with all three of them 
workinge The men didn't say anything about the sabotage, but the Cadet could see the grim anger 
on both thelr faces. Someone back on the GALACTICA would have to answer to that rage; Marlsoo was 
glad It wasn't her. 


She glanced quickly around the Jungle again. There'd been no signs of pursult by their primitive 
captors. Perhaps the natives thought thelr own gods had descended to take thelr victims -- or 
maybe they'd sImply been quelled by the Colonlals' audacity tn escapinge Or maybe they Just 


didn't careeee 


Martsoo knew their particular skills In woodcraft certainly weren't responsibie. Thelr trail was 
well-marked —— laser-blasted as I+ was -- for anyone who might choose to follow It. 
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She heard footsteps as someone blundered through the native flora toward her perch. “I'm here, 
Apollo," she called down from her tree branch when the man almost walked past her. 


The Captatn looked up, grinning when he saw her sitting Jauntily above his head. "HI, Marfsoo. 
We've checked out the shuttle, and It's ready for launch. How about you?" 


"I'm Speciality Squad! I'm always ready!" she replied provocatively. 


He walted as she clambered down the tree, offering his hand for the last few steps. He seemed un- 
usually thoughtful as she Jumped down from his [Interlocked hands. 


"Is something wrong, Captain?" she asked, her anxfous eyes betrayIng her concerne "You sald the 
shuttle wasee." 


He shook h!s head. "No, nothing's wrong. Just..euhe-sMarisoo, | saw the way Starbuck was looking 
at you on the way back. | know It's really..enone of my busIness.ee-and he's been teasing you for 
a long time...or maybe more than teasIng...! don't knoweee I'd Just Ifke to know -- If It's not 
too..epersonal...If there's...something between you?" he finally blurted out. "Not that It's any 
of my business, or anything, butesel'd Just..-like to knowee." 


He seemed to run out of words at last; his volce died away, and he searched her face Intently. 
Martsoo stared right back. "Why?" she asked simply. 


He tried to shrug It off. "Oh, nothing, really. Just...after last night... i've seen the way he 
watches you, that's all, andee.el'm concerned about my friends, and their happIness. Does 
hee. matter to you?" 


Apollo looked and sounded very much !Ike a schoolboy. His helghtened colour and nervous stammer- 
Ing were both amusing and endearing, and Marfsoo almost laughed; but she could see how Important 
her answer was to hime She met his green eyes stead! ly. 


"Not that way," she replied serfously. "I Itke Starbuck, ! really doe He's a very good friend. 
He's.eehelped me fit In, ‘taken care of me, Itke you havee But, no, | don't love him, !f that's 
what you're asking. Not enough for...anythIng serfous, anyway. Not now, at least. He's Just a 
friend.® 


Apollo, seeming quite relleved, took a deep breath; he was stIll tongue-tled and embarrassed. "| 
Just wondered." Then he looked away, awkward and unsure of himself. "Uh, we'd better get going. 


The tast thing we need right now Is for those people here to see us take off. They'd never under- 
stand." 


With a warm smile on her face, Martsoo watched him hurry away, leaving her to follow as quickly as 
she could. 


"Oh, Apollo," she murmured, her affectionate expression colouring her features a soft plInk, 
complementing her blonde halr and blue eyes to thelr best. He was really concerned about her, and 
about her ITking Starbuck -- but as a friend, a very dear friend, but nothing moree Of course, 
she doubted Apollo was reading Starbuck's feelings for her correctly, anyway; she knew the 
Lieutenant's reputatione And even If Starbuck really did care about her that much, that way, she 
couldn't return the feeling; It wasn't right, somehowe.. 


She wondered what Apollo felt for her, and ff he understood. She hoped It was right, not a 
hopeless lOovecee 
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She couldn't stand to be near him If he didn't love her In returnee. 
A short dash back to her Viper, and It was only centons more before they were all prepared for 
launche A few centons more, and the three Warriors were free of the planet's atmosphere and In 


deep space, heading for the GALACTICA. 


"Looks Ike we're home free," Starbuck commented to Apollo, who was sitting beside him; Martsoo, 
itstening on her Viper's headset, heard him as well. 


Apollo nodded affirmatively, a self-satisfied smile on his face. Then, suddenly, he frowned, 
staring at the shuttie’s scanner screen. "Whatee.?" 


Marlsoo confirmed his fear with an audible Intake of breath and a single cry. "Cylons!" 

Apollo and Starbuck stared at each other, heartsick.e Out of one danger, and stralght Into even 
worse trouble. And that sudden screech of static could only mean Marlsoo's Viper was no longer 
capable of transmitting — which probably meant her ship had been destroyed.s And they themse!ves 
could be only microns from oblIvione.. 


"There!" Starbuck yelled. 


The Cylons closed on the helpless shuttle. 


(To be cont! nued.) 
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MARA'S JOURNAL: Uniform of the Day? 


| noticed It the other day, when ! was sIitt!ng In the Officers! Club having a drink. One of the 
other pilots, someone | know by sight but not by name, was sitting at the next table with some of 
hts friends. I'd just come off duty, and was relaxing with a glass of M'dor! before turning tn. 
| found myself startng at the front of his un! form. Something was wrong, and It bothered me -- 
ex-Drill Sergeant that | was -- that | couldn't... No, walt! That was It. The quilting —- It 
was vertical Instead of hor!zontal. 


Vertical? 


| looked at my glass. I+ was only my first, and I'd only drunk half of Itz: It couldn't be that. 
| rubbed my eyes, but that didn't change anything; maybe ! needed to go to Life Centre and get 
them checked. I! tilted my head and looked at him sideways. Now, the bands were horizontal. |! 
tilted my head back, and they were vertical again. 


He finally noticed me looking at him. "Sergeant? !s somethIng wrong?" 
"Er, your untformee. The front, that ts -- the bands, the quiltinge.. Whatee.2" 


With the Infinite patience of someone who has given the same answer many times too often, he 
Informed me that what he had was what Supply had given him as a replacement, and he was lucky to 
have It, and what the frak did It matter any more, anyway? 


| mumbled some excuse and left. 


After that, though, | began taking a closer look at all the uniforms | passed. And! noticed 
things ! never had before. Like patched and mended elbows and knees. Like three different shades 
of blue, and five different shades of beige. Like collars that didn't quite fit right, and 
different widths of trim. Like some tunics quilted with wide bands, and some with thin bands, and 
some with vertical or even star-patterned qu! iting. 


It startled me. 


Where has my attention been all this time? 1 used to read off a member of my drili team [ff a 
shoulder patch was a fraction too high or too iow; here were unl forms with poor coples of patches, 
or with no patches at all! And | had never even noticed! At the Academy, we used to get put on 
report If we weren't weartng the proper Uniform of the Day, right down to the proper belt. Here, 
!*ve seen more things used for belts than | care to name. 


But why? I! mean, the whole purpose of a uniform Is so that everyone looks the same ~~ looks, 
well, untforme And mass-productIng several hundred or thousand copfes of the same Identical thing 
1s so much easler than turning out hundreds of different designs, Isn't It? Warrltors wear battle- 
dress, techs wear tech smocks, Command wears "Command blue." And that's that. Only the Insignia 
difterse Which {ts another reason for unIforms — you can tell at a glance what branch or 
department someone belongs to, and what rank someone ts, by what that person's wearing. You can 
even tell whether someone ts on or off duty, or how sober a person Is (you tell that by how 
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they're weartng thelr unl form!). 


At least, you used to be able to. !'ve seen pilots report for an alert In every possible 
combInation of the abovee The only thing unl form about them Is that they wear the same strange 
combItInation every time. !'ve seen unlforms that look [Ike they've been siept In for a  secton, 


befng put on fresh out of the ‘cycler. 


Again, why? Are we becoming that lax as a military unit that we don't care any more? Have we 
been away from the rest of the Fleet for too long? Is It the clvilfan Influence? 


No, It Is, plain and simple, supply and demand. 


| took a good look at my own unltform.e My battle-Jacket was definitely due for replacement. Both 
elbows were patched, and the shoulders were weartng thin. | went down to Supply to see about 
getting a replacement. 


"Battle-Jacket? Yah, | think I've got some here." The Supply officer hauled an armful of Jackets 
out of a locker and dumped them on the counter, Informing me that tf 1 could find one that fit, | 
could have [te 


| dug through the pile. They were al! one of two things — discards, hung away !n some Warrior's 
locker when he got a replacement and later salvaged when the pilot never returned from a mission, 
or Jackets Life Centre salvaged from Injured Warrlfors who later dled. 


1 was shocked at the condition of some of them, and sald soe The Supply officer Just shrugged, 
and said that If ! wanted a “good one" without laser holes or blood stalns, | should go see a 
black-marketeer . 


| gave hIm a dirty look and shoved the pile back at hime "Come on! I came for a replacement. 
That means a new one!" 


He shrugged again, and tossed me another Jacket. Same cut, but flimsler material, of a sickly 
green colour that was not regulation, even If it was brand newe | told him what he could do with 
It, and left. 


Talking with some of the newer pilots, I! found It's the same with all parts of our unl!forms. 
Living on the run, with no supply base to return to, means we have to take what we can find, even 
If It Isn*t the proper colour, weight, texture, or even fibre. Also, keeping the navigation, com- 
munications, and defensive gear operating !s more Important than keeping the clothing fabricators 
In perfect working order. As long as your clothing protects you and differenttates between the 


mitftary and the civilians, nothing else matters. And even that Iine Is becoming a iittle bit 
blurred. 


| took another look at myself. My ortginai Academy un!form long ago succumbed to the strain of 
living off the land for several sectars after the Destructione The one Itve got now Is_ the 
replacement they Issued when | first came aboard the OSIRIS. I+ was among the last of the pre- 
Destruction stock Issued, before the reserves ran dry. So what If It's a little faded, and a bit 


thin In places? At least It's clean -—- which fs more than !| can say for Galatea's unlfform! -- and 
It's neatly mended. 


Stitt, I'ma Warrlor -- an Academy graduate, even; that's always something special. We're the 
few who made it. We're respected -- we've earned It, and we take pride In It. 


Where has that pride gone? We've lost somethings. 
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| Ifstened to the talk In the Officers' Club and In the pllots' quarters, about how many Cylons 
we've shot down, how we've protected the shIp, how we've out-smarted the Cylons yet agalnee. 


No, our pride Is stIll there. It's Just taken a different, more practical direction. 


So my boots aren't always as pollshed as they could be. Polishing my boots doesn't make me a more 
skillful pl lot, does It? Does having my Insignia brightly shIned make me more alert? 


What the frak! Maybe I'II go work on my Viper Instead... 
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"Lost and Found" 


(By Cynthia Greer) 


FI'il get you, Adama! You can't get away with this!" 


Those were the last words Baitar spoke In the presence of other humans. Once the hatch of the 
transport shuttle was closed, the small craft blasted off, {leaving the renegade behind, alone 
with his thoughts on the surface of a deserted planet. 


ett & & 


They gave me supplles to bulld a shelter, and there was abundant water. They promised me a short- 
range transmitter, and kept thelr word -- with only one problem. The transmitter wasn't 
assemb led. 


"You'll! all tIve to regret the day you did this to me. Espectally you, Adama, especlally you." 


| began working on the shelter first, for protection from the elements. Once that was done, |! 
began to work on the transmitter. Days blended {nto days, and soon | lost track of timee The 
only thing that kept me going was the thought of revenge, of a chance to get even, a chance to 
show them all how superfor | was to them. 


My first attempts to get the transmitter to work failed, but |! managed to get static, so | knew | 
was on the right track. After that, I+ took only a few more days to get the thing Into proper 
working order. 


The first message | sent was In Cylon code. |! wanted to be sure that If the Cylons were within 
range, they'd know who was down here — before they started Shoot ngeee 


% HHH 


Cylon base stars searched everywhere for the missing human Fleet. The Imperlous Leader was 
angered to learn of Baltar's capture, and ordered al| outposts to be constantly on the alert. He 
wanted the Fleet found at all costs. If they found Baltar, too, wel! and good. 


The Cylons began by checkIng the star systems within thelr own Emptre, hunting down any humans 


they founde And as they searched for the missing Fleet, they intercepted a faint signal, 
broadcast tn Cylon code. 


From ships records, Spector knew there weren't any outposts In the quadrant from which the coded 
signal originated. He ordered out a patrol to scan the area and report any findings. That signal 
certainly was strange; according to the transmission, Baltar was on that barren planet! 


Of course, I+ was completely Ii logical -- but one couldn't be too careful where humans were con~ 


cernede It was probably a trick to lure them off the trall of the GALACTICA and her Fleet, but 
Spector couldn't take any chances. Consequently, he ordered his Centurfons to Investigate, and 
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to bring back anyone they found allve. 


The Cylon's reasons weren't entirely logical. He owed Baitar for his very existence, for Baltar 
had taken him from a dismal wet planet and given him a base star of his owne II logical though It 
might be, Spector was grateful. 


e&tetee & 


The patrol landed not far from Baltar. He told them he was unarmed, and hoped they wouldn't 
shoote They took the renegade human aboard one of thelr ships; once on board, he selzed one of 
thetr weapons and destroyed his transmitter. "Take that, Adama!" 


The Cylons continued to scout the area, to be certain there wes no trap laid for them: once 
certain there was no one else around, they took off to return to their base. 


“We-have-p!Icked-up-Baltar-Commander," the Cylon squad leader reported. 


If he had been capable of smiling, Spector would have done so; he was !tnordinately pleased with 
himself for sending the patrol. 


Not only will Imperfous Leader be pleased, but Baltar will be grateful, as well. This might even 
get_ me another promotion. 


Not only that, but he wouldn't have to worry any longer about Luc! fer undermining hime 


When Baltar stepped from the patrol ship, Spector was walting for hime ‘Your Eminence, ! am 
pleased to have you back among use Your leadersh!p and guidance have been greatly mlssed." 


“Thank you, Spector. Has the imperlous Leader been {nformed of my return?" 
"Not yet, Your Eminence. 1! thought you would want to notify him yourself." 
"Good thinking, Spector. Your logic and reasoning will carry you far tn the Empire." 


"Thank you, sire Now, If you will accompany me, we will see about finding you something more ap- 
proprlate to wears; a man of your Importance should not be seen walking about In rags." 


% ett & 


Baltar stalked the corridors of the base ster, reflecting on his past deeds; his hatred of Adama, 
and hIs resentment of the treatment he had recelved at the hands of his fellow humans, prevented 
him from reconsidering any of his actions. 


"i'!1 get you, Adama," he muttered to himself. "Your Council will pay for what you did to me. 
And don't let your preclous son wander too far from the Fleet, or you'll! lose him forever, | 
promise you." 


HIs thoughts took another turn. "In one centar, | have a meeting with Impertous Leader. What do 
| say to him? How can | explaln why | left my ship, why | went to the humans? ! can't very well 
tell him that a belng of Immeasurable power willed me to leave, to go to the GALACTICA, to 
persuade Adama to attack Cylon. Even If | could convince him that | went to talk the humans Into 
surrender, | falled miserably itn dolng so, and the Cylons are not forgivingees. 


"Well, I'm back, now, and the fault was not mine, not truly. The Cylons are fortunate to have 
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thelr finest military leader backee. 
"At least, | hope they stil! value me that highly...” 


&+t#twt & 


One jione human approached the monitor screen that showed the dals on which the leader of the Cylon 
EmptIre sat enthroned. 


"Greetings, Impertous Leader.* 

"Baitar." It was a barely civil aoknowledgement. 
“Leader, about my capturese."” 

"Were you captured -— or did you seek to betray Cylon?" 
"imeeelmpertous Leader! | would never betray youl" 


“| should hope not. But tell me, Baiter, how | can be sure of your loyalty to me, when you were 
so eager to plot against your own kind." 


There was silence, as Baltar pondered what to say. At last, "If 1 find and bring to you the 
remaining humans, so that you may personally destroy them for your own pleasure, wiil that be 
enough to prove my loyalty and devotion?" 


"! will consider your offer, and will give you my answer later." 


It was a dismissal. There was a soft mechanical hum as Spector glided quletly to Baltar's side. 
®"{ think, Your Eminence, that you handied the situation very well." 


"Do you, now, Spector? Well, If the Imperltous Leader does give me back command of the fleet, | 
will make you my second-In-commend.* 


"You are most generous, Baltar." 


e&eetee & 


Several centars passed before Baltar heard the answer he wanted. He was given command of the 
Cylon fleet, and was assigned the task of finding Adama and the GALACTICA. Spector became his 
second-In-command, as he had promised. The human I!ked him; he was a little different from the 
average Cylon -- crafty, sly, and with a somewhat devious nature -- rather Itke Baltar himself. 


They were scanning Quadrant XL-78 when they spotted a Viper patro!. Baltar ordered an Immediate 
launch, to pursue the humans, find the Fleet — and destroy then. 


"if only Adama’s son Apollo Is with that patrol! To have his remaining son ki lledeee 


"it will serve you right, Adama. You never should have locked me upe You should have Ifstened to 


mee Now, you and everyone else In your pititul Fleet will suffer my wrathe I'1! get you, Adama. 
Nothing can stop me now!" 
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"(if | Have a Sneeze That Can Move Mountalnseee" 


(By Mary Jean Holmes) 


| should know better than to trust my so-called boss In the Sentlology Department. He's gifb when 
he's a mind to be, and has this way of making things sound absolutely wonderful when they're 


actually the pits. One of these days, !'m golIng to let him have It -- but that's bes!Ide the 
polnt. 


"Why don't you go with them, Kar!?" that miserable excuse for a human betng -- specifically, Tants 


— suggested one not-so-fine mornings. "It'll do you good, get you off the OSIRIS for a while. 
Think of It as a vacation." 


A real devil, that man, a Dark-Sider !f such there ever was. He knew | was going space-happy. 
Even the most devoted of spacers occaslonally find It necessary to put down someplace where 
there's fresh alr, real sunlight, and growling things. 1'm not stupid, however; |! remained the 
skeptice "If It's so fantastic, how come you aren't golng?® 


He shrugged nonchalantly. "Too much to do here. Besldes, they don't need an archaeolog!st. 
They're scouting for pharmaceutical bases, not rulns. They need someone to do documentation for 
them." He gave me a prize-winning grine "You're a real pro, no doubt about It." 


| should've recognized a snow Job when | saw It. Dad had warned me about his type, but | was a 
suckere It was the first pralseworthy thing he'd ever sald about my art, andeee Well, the man 
was a friend, and | did kinda like hIime.e. You know how It goese He sucked me Ine 


I'm gotng to ktIl the tchagran some day — provided | ever stop IItking hime 


This little "scouting trip" of his wasn't Just a simple hike through the woods and flelds, oh, no. 
Commander Christopher decided It'd make a perfect tratning assignment for some of thelr newest 
cadet-tralnees, a thing to give them thelr first on-planet misston. Just a harmless little ex- 
cursloneece 


| felt ITke | was part of a kiddie-scout camping trip. 
Commander Christopher fs now second on my hit IIst. 


Now, .don't get me wrong. | have nothing agalnst the two officers who were sent along to shepherd 
the kids and keep an eye on the clvilfans. Alexandra has that delightful combination of sweetness 
and spice that makes a person Interestinge And Morganeee He's an oddball, that one, even odder 
than Tanis, but In a way that's distinctly IntriguInge He's such an anomaly of the Forcee.. But 
I*il get to that later. 


The cadets were nothing more than kids — the oldest was maybe seventeen -- who'd been tratned to 
fly Vipers, off on their first trip Into the wilds. Two of them hadn't been planetside sInce they 
were babes, and one had never touched a planet's soll. | didn't rellsh the thought of spending 
two weeks itn the middle of nowhere with them, but the Force teaches us patience, {f nothing else. 
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| never learned that lesson very well. 
And If | thought the kids were bad, the clviifan speclallsts turned out to be worse. 


Taygeta, the zoologist, was a snob, pure and simple. The only person she ever delgned to talk 
with was the blochemIst, Kalldasa. Now, she was nice enough -- except for her annoying tendency 
to be Incredibly unappreclative. Nothing was ever good enough or comfortable enough or anything 
enough for her. 


Galus, the meteorologist, was okay personallty-wlse, but he was absolutely loopy about weather. 
He was so wrapped up In his studies of the planet's whacky meteorology, he didn't talk much to 
anyone; an occaslonal grunt was about It. 


Ranjet, the botanist, was utterly ImpossIble — scratch that, and change It to smarmye He was 
Interested In women for only one purpose. On our first night out, | was forced to give him a 
well-placed "nudge" to the solar plexus, which ended any possIbI lity of social companionship with 
hime 





And of them all, the Chief Pharmacolog!st, Menephte, was the worst. He was crochety, cranky, and 
totally obnoxflouse Two seconds after meeting him, | knew why Tants hadn't wanted to come — which 
reaffirmed my desire to get even. I! didn't want to assoclate with Menephte any more than was 
absolutely essential, so he, too, was right out as a source of diversion. 


It was a pain, being virtually alone. With Morgan and Alexandra almost constantly Involved with 
the cadets -— |'m surprised they didn't have to potty~train them, they were so green ~- | was, for 
all Intents and purposes, alonee And that planet was B-O-R-I-N-G. 


The place had no name. Belng as damply muggy as It was -—- Jungle and water all the way, sheer 
torture for my otherwise minor allergies — one of the smart-mouthed cadets called It Sweatbox, 
which was as good a name as any, so It stucke I+ was perfectly applicable. Sweatbox, according 
to Menephte and Galus, was a treasure trove of medicinal bases and weather extremes, but for the 
rest of us, it was Inhumane torture. Not to mention Dull! City. 


It was not only tedious — I+ was damned uncomfortable to boot. Although Gatus dithered at his 
findings, and Menephte wanted to stay there forever, those marginally sane persons amongst us 
didn't share their enthustasm. The nights were clammy, the days steamy, windy, or wet, filled 
with unpredictable windstorms and downpourse The meteorologist mentioned something about wild 


corlolis effects as an attempt to explain It; the rest of us took that to mean perpetually rotten 
weather. 


| could bore you with a lengthy recounting of the days of our Journey, but | won't. Day after day 
of poking through bushes, ‘testing weeds and berries and barks, digging up roots and cataloguing 
them Just Isn't the stuff of which great adventure tales are made. |! had every Intention, 
however, of giving TanIs every boring detall when | returned. Vacation, Indeed! 


So, rather than regale you with the gory detalls, I'I! get on to the reason for telling this story 
In the first place — or, rather, give you the reasons behInd the reasons. 


As I've sald many times before — who'm | kidding? If | say Itt once more, | may be sick -- | come 
of mixed parentage, from a galactic soclety far removed from thls one. My father -~ Kerls Jherrin 
~- was Corelilan, through and through. I've mentioned It to these folks, and thelr tnevitable 
reaction Is, "Oh, you mean Borelifan." Whereupon | try to explain the difference, end up getting 
frustrated, and eventually chuck the whole thing. | can't give ‘em spatial coordinates; they're 
meaningless In this galaxy. So It usually ends with, “Look, Just take my word for Ite" In any 
case, It's my private opinion — and marginally veriflable as fact -- that | got my navigating 
ski ils, musiclanship, and stubbornness from Dad. He was extraordinary at all three. 


My mother — Tana Jerabek ~- came froma little Fringe world called Sharoolne (! won't even tel! 
you the reaction that name gets), where she worked as a commercial artist and teacher, before 
running Into Dad. | got my artistic abl iities — such as they are -- from her, as well as 
another, more..eesotertc tralte 


Her grandfather, Stan Jerabek, was, according to all family accounts, a Jed! Knight. 


| know what you're thinking. Sure, Kart, brag about I+, already. Probably just making Itt up, 
anyhowe Well, I'm not, and I'm not clatming to have any particular sktils, not even those of a 
novice. It's Just that..ewell, odd things happen to and around me, sometimes, usually things | 
have no control over. Moments of presclence, of telepathy, cialrvoyance, telekinesIs -—— the 
standard lot. They come and go without warning, generally at convenlent moments -—— usually 
panicked ones, at that — but not always. ! can't control what happens, or when, but the talent's 
very real. Even Ailx belleves It, and If you can get someone IIke my skeptic of a husband to 
belleve, It must be true. 
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Hence, I've always been Intrigued by Great-Grandfather's legacy -- | just wish he'd left me some 
of the control along with the potential. That's why, when I'd finally mastered enough of the 


local language to communicate decently, 1 sought out Morgan. =I knew from that first Instant In 
their landing bay that he had been the one to touch my mind. The thought of a trained teiepath as 
a standard crew member thrilied me — at last, a potential teacher! -—- but !t wasn't until then 


that | realized virtually no one else aboard the OSIRIS knew of his pslfonic skills. 


His reaction to my knowledge was shocking; he acted as though his |Ife were somehow threatened. 
He has no reason to fear; now that | know the truth of the situation, I'l! keep h!is secret. It's 
just that It seems such a terrible waste. In my galaxy -- or In most of It, at any rate -- gifts 
such as Morgan's were held In awe, treasured, at least until that paranoid despot Palpatine came 
Into power. That he feared exposure of the truth would make him partah was a bitter shame to me. 
It deprived me of a possible teacher -—- and the OSIRIS of a genulnely useful talent. 


LackIng such guldance, therefore, I've been forced to go back to my old methods. Some days, 
especlally when !'m B-O-R-E-D, which seems al|l-too-frequent around here -- | try meditating on It, 
to see If I can Improve what little | can do. It doesn't work; | generally end up falling asleep 
Instead. Of course, two days later, !*'I! sneeze and move a mountain, which goes to show you Just 
how outstandingly adept a Force-user !'m not. 


That's what happened on Sweatbox. One dreary afternoon, | was "meditating" so deeply, 1! wasn't 
even aware how long I'd been asleep until someone outs! de started hollering my namee I! woke up, 
stuffy~headed and dragging, a sure sign my normally dormant allergies |Iked this place no more 
than 1. "Who's there?" It was dark now, and the Interfor of my shelter was black as a Sith 
Lord's heart. 


"Morgan," the voice came back. “Interested In supper?" 

| fumbled around, looking for my camp-IIght. “Sure. Come on Ine® 

The blond telepath entered with whatever had been prepared for the evening meal. It smelled 
reasonably edible. Only reasonably, mind you; that's something | miss most about home. Maybe 


some day, I'll get Into thelr galley computers and re-program them for real cooking. 


It also reminded me of how hungry I'd gotten. Haullng through the rafn and woods all! day can give 
one a huge appetite. 


Morgan was grinning. "Alexandra tried calling you earlier, but you didn't answer. She thinks 
you're mad at her." 


| shook my head, tryl!ng to clear my protesting sinuses. "Noe 1! must've missed heartng her. | 
WaSeeeaheeecommuning with the Force." 


He handed me the food, his grin fading. "What's the Force?" 
That's a question |*ve heard a thousand times too manye | was tired of trying to explaln It, 
especially since | wasn't all that sure myself. "The Force," | sald flatly, quoting the old Jed! 


Training Manual, “fs an energy field created by all I!ving things. It surrounds us; It penetrates 
us; It binds the galaxy together." 


| expected an Immediate response of "felgercarb," but didn't get It. My stars, | thought, the man 
actually belfeves It! 
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"1 don't belleve {t.® 


| stghed- So much for my assumption. And my Intultions. "Nelther does most of my galaxy,” | 
sympathized. 


“Why do you?" 


Now, ‘that was a reasonable question. No one'd ever asked that one before. ! nibbled a bit on my 
meal, then shrugged- "I know It's reale You should, too." 


His eyes opened wide. "Me? Why me? i*m not even from your galaxy." 
"No, but you use [t.® 
Hts expression turned doubtful. "Oh, really? Funny, I've never noticed tt." 


It was my turn to be mischlevous. "Oh? Then what do you call what you do when you're doling your 
psionic thing?" 


He blinked, and swallowed uneasily. 1! don't think he'd ever quite gotten used to the fact | knew 
of his talents without belng expressly tolde "That's Just pstonitcs," he defendede "It doesn't 
US@ecee There's no energyeece" 


"Really?" 1! was bland. "Then all that power comes from you, and you alone, huh?" 


“Welleee" 


"Bantha droppings. If that were so, there'd be a lot more psis running around here, and you 
wouldn't be scared out of your boots that someone'l! find you out. The Force Is everywhere and In 
everything -- but not everyone can learn how to tap Into Ite" 


He snorted. "Then If It's such an almighty energy fleld, and I'm using It, how come ! ttre out? 
It seems to me It'd provide the user with unl Imited power." 


| shrugged again. "1 don't know — but It's the same In my galaxy. The Jed! weren't omnipotent. 
They were only mortal, after all." 


"The what?" 
"The Jedi. Tralned Force-userse They were very Influential, In thelr day.” 
"Were?" he repeated quizzically. "Not 'are'?® 


| was uncomfortable. "They don't exist any more," ! explained without enthusfasm. "Absolute 
power corrupts absolutely.' Humans have that problem." 


He opened hIs mouth to ask another question, but! forestailed hime "I! don't want to talk about 
It any more." 1! really didn't. DfscussiIng Palpatine and his scummy second, Vader, tn any but a 
deprecating manner made me nauseouse 1 hauled out my guitar -- | go virtually nowhere without I+ 
— to end the discusstone Morgan took the hint, and that was that, at least for the time belng. 


Sweatbox was a truly annoying planet, the kind that grows on you -— I!ke a wart. Half of us were 


bothered by the heat, the others by the high humidity, the atmospherlc pressure, or the Incessant 
Insect ilfee Coming from a culture that spends so much of !ts time tn controlled environments, 
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I'd never bothered to have my allergles properly dealt with; there'd been no need. After two 
hours on Sweatbox, | was beginning to wish I'd taken the time. I was plagued by al! four. 


No one was In a good mood -—— with the exception of Galus, who was having a weatherman's fleld day 
with the rampaging, unpredictable storms on this planet. It may have been a Joy for him, but 


those rising and falling winds and barometric pressures gave me a perpetual headache. I! was 
thinking of a dozen Innovative tortures | Intended to subject TanIs to when we returned; from 
watching the others, ! got the feeling they were al! thinking sImitlar thoughts about their 


superforse It was the only bright spot In the day. 


Five days after our arrival, we set up camp on a thoroughly miserable evening In a thoroughly 
miserable jungle clearing. Morgan, Alexandra, and | had settled around the central camp-Ifght, of 
an unintentionally IIke mind to fInd a way of Iightening the oppressive twilight. Morgan poked at 
his half-eaten dinner, Alexandra paced, and | sneezed. Something on this world didn't get along 
with my allergles. 


We were alonee The cadets were policing the perimeter, making sure we hadn't overlooked any 
potential dangers; the clvilfans were secreted In thelr shelters, and Galus was off to set up his 
scanners on a high-hill vantage point about half a kilck southe There was a heavy smell fn the 
alr, the kind of scent that precedes a storm. We stayed close to the I!ght, eating and talking 
and sneezing, but none very muche Something was afoot, walting, something the three of us could 
sense, but could find no words to express. Alexandra was the first to try. 


"I've felt better, walting for a battle to start," she sald, looking out Into the darkness beyond 
the light's circle. “Efther of you think we're fn for a storm?" 


| didn't really want to discuss the eerle sensations | was recelving -- It felt IIlke a swarm of 
tiny mites was crawling up my spine — so | tried to be filppant. “Yeah, as soon as we get back 
to the OSIRIS. I'm goIng to rip that miserable k'shass'me fn Sentiology |Imb from Ifmb." | 


sneezede 


Alexandra chuckled a bit; Morgan didn't. "Tricked you Into coming, huh?" she asked. "I'm not 
surprised. He'seeestubborn." 


"Try 'pertinactlous.'" 

"Huh?" 

"Obstinate. Very." 

She laughed. "No worse than some otherseee" 

"Commander Christopher, for !nstance?" 

Everyone on the OSIRIS knew of my opinion concerning Christopher, especlally since the flasco 


surrounding my first solo filght, and his Inststence we move on rather than look for Alix. I! was 


madder with him than with anyone else tn this galaxy, tncluding that thick-skul led gundark In 
Senttology. 


Alexandra was a basically loyal sort -- despite her occasional moments of mischlef -- so she 
looked a touch ill-at-ease with my strong condemnation of her Commander. | attempted to assuage 
her by golIng Into my story-teller mode. 


"Actually," | satd casually, changing the present specific topic, "I've heard of people who were 
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more stubborn than both of ‘em put together. My Uncle Marten's a physical therapist and medic at 
a kovrite mine on Rastine, and he told me about some of hIs patients who'd make elther of those 
two look cooperativee" Insptration struck. "In fact, he had th!Is one whoeeo" 


Someone in the outer camp suddenly started hollertng at someone else -- Taygeta was screaming at 
Kalfdasa for borrowIng something without asking —— and the story I'd been struck by fled my brain. 
But again, for some Inexplicable reason, I was left with thoughts concerning pecullar Itnks 
between our galaxies, and a tri-syllabIlc name | couldn't keep hold of for more than a brief 
Instant. 


| was getting damned fed up with this sporadic memory of mine, let me tell youe The strangest 
thtngs were setting off that deja vu lately, and ! was becoming highly annoyed with It. What In 
the name of the Maker did my mother's brother have to do with anything concerning a scruffy 
sentlologist, anyhow? 


| was saved from the usual dizzying tratn of thought by the arrival of a blathertng Gafus. He'd 
gone off to monitor some distant IIghtning, as !'ve sald, and was returning tn a state of extreme 
agitation. He wasn't entirely witless, however; he went first to the level-headed Morgan, rather 
than to the Ignorant Menephte. 


“Lieutenant,” the man sputtered when he was able to speak, "we've got to move the camp -- now." 


Galus's nolsesome return hadn't gone completely unnoticed by the others; RanjJet and Menephte 
managed to stir their carcasses Into motion long enough to come around and I{fstene Apparently, 
Ranjet had struck out with the remaining females on the expedition, while the pharmacolog!st 
considered any news his business, since he fancled himself the leader of the party. 


Morgan paid them no attention as they approached; he was his usual competent self. "Why?" 
Terribly deep question, that. 


Galus was still panting, but he held out one of his smaller sensor untts for Morgan to examine. 
"{ was monitoring that storm I!ne to the west," he explained between gasps for air, "dolng all the 
usual tests. Pressure, wind, electrical activity..." 


Menephte sniffed obnoxlously. "If it's such Important news, Gatus, 1! wish you'd spare us these 
nonessential detal ls...” 


“They aren't nonessential!" He had as IIttle use for Menephte's attitudes as the rest of us. "I 
was observing wind velocities and alr mass movements, andeee" 


"The polnt, Gafus," Morgan prompted. "Why should we move the camp?" 


The meteorologist Indicated a set of readings on the sensor's screen. "There's an atmospheric 
bore — a dense wal! of fast-moving alr -- moving directiy toward us. 1 used my binoculars to see 
if | could catch sight of It, and It's flattening the Jungle about ten kllometres southwest. 
It'll be here In less than flve centons!™ 


Morgan studied the read-out carefully.e Menephte laughed. "Oh, come now, you're Imagining things. 
We haven't had any exceptional trouble withstanding storms before this; why the doomsay!ngs? I'm 
sure we'|! be able to weather a little windstormeee" 


"Not Just a windstorm!" Galus Insitstede "The air currents on this planet are stronger than any we 


knew back In the Colonies. That bore wil! hit us I!lke a tidal wall, and It'il flatten anything In 
Its path -— us along with It." 
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The other clIvilfans and cadets had heard Galus's shouting and had gathered at the edge of the 
lIght-cIrcle to Ifstene A sombre stiliness gripped them. Gallus may have been a little eccentric, 
but he was no prankster. If he sald trouble was coming, then It was coming -- and If anything, he 
tended to understate the gravity of such things. 


| could see the dismay on all their faces, especially on those of the cadets. Most of them had 
Ifved In strictly controlled environments for years, some for as long as they could remember. 
Such a turn of events on their first land-slde mission had to be terrifying -- faced with a 
potential killer storm, five days' walk from any vehicles, with no way to avold the danger. The 
youngsters looked pleadingly to thelr senlor officer -- and for once, the clvillfans did, too. 


"Well, Morgan?" Menephte said, breaking the ponderous stIiiiness.- "You and your Warrlors Insisted 
on coming to protect use What do you Intend to do about this?" 


He sounded as though the whole situation was Morgan's fault -- and Morgan's sole responsIbIilIty. 
Alexandra was quick to come to his defence. "Now, wait Just a moment! You can't expect him to 
just snap his fingers and get you all to safety. No one could've predicted this -- we've got to 
work together!" 


"As far as |'m concerned,” the pharmacologist drawled snidely, "It's your duty to see us through. 
| toid Commander Christopher I! didn't want a troop of green cadets slowing our progress or 
endangering uSeee." 


"They have nothing to do with this!® 
".eeln fact, | have no use for any of you so-called ‘Warriors'..." 


Morgan eyed the man with plain disgust. “You know, Menephte, you're even more hard-headed than 
Tantse Would you rather we stopped defend!ng the OSIRIS for you, too?" 


Menephte turned crimson. 1! would’ve cheered Morgan then, except a bout of renewed sneezing 
prevented It. The pharmacolog!st snarled. "Be that as It may, ! stIll haven't heard any concrete 
plan of action..." 


"Then !"il give you one," the telepath snapped, the crack In his volce InstIllling obedlence, even 
In the k*'shassen Menephte. "First things first. You say we've got five centons, Galus?" 


He shrugged. "Ten at most. It's moving very rapidly..." 


"Then we'll have to move even faster. Alex, scout the area for anything resembling better 
shelters Ranjet and Ferlshtah, you help her. The rest of you, start securing the area. Those 
shelters'{i never stand up to the storm; we'!! have to collapse them. Move [t!" 


1 agreed with Morgan completely, scared though ! was. I detest violent weather, especially 
anything with rain In It- |! worked fast, running mostly off an Involuntary adrenal surge; my 
brain was In a tizzy, and my heart was pounding. I'd never anticipated such a turn of events, 
that | would come face to face with certain death before Allx and | were reuntted. Such a poss!I- 
bility hadn't even occurred to me; the very thought of It gave me the shakes. 


Morgan Joined me to help collapse my shelter, stnce ! wasn't terribly fami ltar with the Colontal 
gears He looked about as calm as | wasn't, but | knew there was a lot gotng on Inside of hime As 
In other times of crisis, 1! could feel such things via the Force. 1 looked him In the eye and 
whispered, "You could always start teleporting the civiitans to safety, y'know. It mighte«o" 
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He shook hIs head; despite the darkness, | could see It. "! could never get them all out In time, 
not before the storm hits, or my strength runs out." He paused. The sounds of the approaching 
storm were clear In our ears, now, sounding IIke shrill whisties of warning, moans of the Damned, 
and Immense feet, crushing trees I!ke mere twigs. The Jungle growth overhead danced In Its 
advent. “My powers aren't like your Force; there's no unlimited supply of It." 


"But | told you there Isn*teee" 


"Besides," he added, his volce falling to near InaudibIiiity, “how can | choose who should go 
first? How do you decide who IIves, and who dies?" 


“Tru@eece™ 
"And It would destroy my cover for good. I'd have to leave the OSIRIS..." 


| stared at hime From hts tone, that almost sounded more Important, though | was reasonably sure 
It wasn't. In my galaxy, prejudices against ps!s are rare, as almost a third of the known saplent 
species possess some sort of extrasensory ability, from simple telepathy to uncannily accurate 
presciencee Even we Corelilans are gifted with a sIxth sense, a sort of Infalllble Inner compass. 
That Morgan knew for a fact that exposure of hIs talents would permanently ostracize him from his 


society made my blood boll. ! kicked the last part of the shelter to the ground with all my 
might. 


Just then, Alexandra and the others returned. From the look on her face, It wasn't with good 
NEWS « 


"Nothing," she announced darkly, shivering at the howling wind and ominous creak!Ing of the trees. 
"We're In as good a spot as there's to be hade" 


Morgan, very sensibly, wasted no time In lamenting our misfortune. “AI! right, then, everyone get 
into the clearing and Ile flat. Use whatever's avallable for protection. Hurry!" 


Alex nodded her understanding and went Immediately to spread the word. ! looked at my guitar with 
a sad eye, knowing It was apt to die along with the rest of us when the storm hit. I+ was nothing 
iTke a properly-crafted Instrument, certainiy not as finely made as my avilyset back home. But 
there was a certain sentimental value | placed upon It ~~ Allx would've been amused by It <--— but 
he'd never get a chance to see It, now. With no real protection, surrounded by thick trees that 
were Itkely to crush us when they were Inevitably felled...If the force of the wind alone dfdn't 
kTil us all firsteec. 


| was getting more anxious by the second. Morgan secured my shelter with the rest and glanced In 
the direction of the approaching storm, his eyes slitted against the wind and the stinging rain 
that was Just beginning to fall. For a moment, | wondered tf he was trying to call upon some 
hidden talent deep within himself, as he'd done some months before when a survey team he was on 
encountered a threatening base star they'd simply had to destroyee. 


And then, suddenly, | knew what he was thinking, Just as clearly as If he'd spoken the words 
aloude He was a superb telekIneticist, a fantastic telepath, outstanding with those powers he 
possessede Yet, though he could encourage an already-dying sun to take that final step Into nova~- 
oblivion, he couldn't do a thing to alter the course of the elements, not when he'd no [dea what 
really caused them, drove them on thelr courses tn the first placee The Inevitable result of such 
a storm was destruction; for him to encourage that would simply destroy us the sooner. Reversing 
the course was beyond his skills, beyond the energy he possessed, and he was regretting if 
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deeplysce There was that, and the basIc fear which drove him to dle rather than risk the certain 
loss of all he knew, and a guilt which would follow him to the graveecee 


| shivered, but not from the cold or the rain. It was all so grossly unfair, both the prejudice 
and the position that forced a man to decide the fates of others. The clvillans and the cadets 
were huddled flat on the floor of the clearing, some crouching low behind the collapsed shelters, 
hoping they'd provide extra protection. Alexandra Joined them, as did Morgan —- but only after 
he'd grabbed my arm and dragged me along. | was feellIng such a terrlble sense of disorientation 
and unrealltye..e Stars, It almost felt |Ilke a severe anxiety attack! | couldn't even feel the 
biting rain against my skI Nee. 


It was IIke a IlvIng hell, IItke watching Death's Inexorable approach. The wind shrieked IIke the 
Damned, the trees moaned and swayed and fell |Ike the Tormented, pitching dangerously, snapping, 
uprooted — and not even from the main brunt of the storm, only Its forewakee One massive growth 
on the clearIng's edge snapped and fell, neatly slicing a path through what had been the centre of 
our camp. At least one volce howled In agony —- and | suddenly saw red. 


| really don't know what happened then; all | can clearly recall Is being selzed by a _ horrible 
sneezing fite | know how the old texts and treatises go -- anger, fear, and aggression lead to 
the Dark Side. But about then, | didn't glve a damn which Side helped us. 1 was afrald for my 
own |Ife and the IIves of those with mee And more, | was furlous that clrcumstances and ridicu- 
lous customs prevented a basically good person from dolIng what |Ittle he could to help save even a 
few IIlves. 


As | sald, what little talent | have usually comes out most strongly when there's a crIslIs. | 
can't choose or control what happens — but something always does. 


| sneezed IIke I!'ve never sneezed before. Morgan tells me | sat up -- he thought to end the 
sneezing attack -- and hollered something he didn't understand. Other than that, he's no more 
Idea than | what actually occurred, but he knows for certain that, one moment, he was crouched In 
a protective posture, tryIng to get me to Ile flat agalnee-. 


eeeand In the next, he opened his eyes on complete, sllent calm. The wind had died, the only 
water was that dripping off still-twitchIng branches, and the stars shone down pallidly from a 
clear zenIth. | } 


aR 


Uy 





Someone peeked out Into the sudden stillness. “Is It over?" a voice sald In a tlimorous squeak o 


"Akbar and Phidlas are caught under the tree!" another volce cried. "lilyrta, help me get them 
free — they're hurt!" 


Apparently Ifittle more than shaken by the abrupt change of weather, the cadets — all two who were 
left -— hurried to the fallen tree to help thelr Injured comrades and administer first ald. 
Morgan and | got up a bit more leerltly, as did Alexandra and the clv!itans. Galus, In truth, was 
the only one to seem particularly antmated by the unexpected happening. 


"Fascinating! Never seen anything ITke It!  I+t*'il be one for the Journals, {f the scanners are 
still recording properlyeeeIf they're stIll tn one plece..." 


He went off to check his Instruments, babbling excitedly all the while. The other cfviltans 
collected fn a small knot, cl!lngling to-each other for mutual support and comfort. Alexandra 
looked around curfously, uncertain, then went to assist the cadets. | felt ITke a beached flIsh, 
gasping and heaving from my Just-now terminated sneezing fit. If this was "feeling the Force," | 
felt | could ITve quite nicely without feeling Itt again, thank you. 


It took a moment or two before | reallzed what had happened. Frankly, |! was astounded. I'd never 
done anything like It before. 1|'d never even heard of anything itke It being done before. But 
then again, you know what they say about hysterical strength... 


Morgan moved In the direction from which the storm would have struck, snatching a hand-lamp along 
the way. ! followed, albelt unstead! ly. 


What we found made both of us stop breathing. 


Less than ten metres from the edge of our camp, the forest was rulned, as !f crushed flat by some 
Immense rolling machtne that had braked Just In time to spare us from destruction. We started 
breathing agaln after a minute or two. The telepath looked at me quizzically, as If seeking an 
explanation. 


| took a deep breath. "That," | sald as calmly as | could, "Is the Force," and promptly proceeded 
to faint. 


When ! woke up, Alexandra was sitting to one side of me with a flask of ITlquid, andGalus was 
sitting on the other. Obviously, Morgan had told the others what little he could -- Incredible 
occurrences Iltke this Just couldn't go unexplained —- as the meteorologist was chattering 
questions In my ear about this tremendous elemental power. | Ignored him for the +Ime betng, as | 
was trying to hear Morgan and Menephte, whose shouting had woke me up. 


".eearen't nearly complete yet! There's more research to be donee." 

"You told me your welfare was my responsIbIIIty —- and I'm dotng thls for your protection. Galus 
can't predict these storms, and It's already a five-day hike back to our landing areae We're not 
gotng on without proper protection, and that's final." 

| closed my eyes and grinnede Morgan's cover was safe, and | was satisfied. 1°d never been at 
any risk ITke he; these people already thought of me as strange, so now, | was merely a I!ttle 
stranger. And heading back was fine by mee Right then, | wanted only two things -- to be back In 
the safety of nice, predictable space, and to kill Tants. 


| heard the clviifans grumble and start preparing to depart In the morninge Gafus and Alexandra 
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went off with the others, so ! was more or less alonee Only more or less -- | knew Morgan was 
there. | could hear him sIt down besIde me, and was fami |l!ar enough with his Individual...aura, | 
suppose you'd cal! It. Maybe It was his scentec.? 


"So that's the Force," he sald at last, with considerable awe. 


| heard the tone of his voice, and moved quickly to uproot any mistaken preconceptions he might've 
been nurturinge "Don't expect miracles," |! warned. "I! don't even know what | did, much less how 
| did It. The Force can.--control you sometimes, when [t's Fated for certain things to happen. 
With me, It's most of the time. I'm only a catalyst." 


| could hear him smile. "That's all right. It's more than |! could've donee Thanks." 


"For saving you? Trust me, | was only trying to save myself. Ailx'd be terribly disappointed If 
| was dead when he showed up." 


“For thateeeand for saving my--ecovere I told the others, you know..." 


"Yeah, |! know, and It's okay-" I chuckled faintly. "I've always gotten a kick out of freaking 
out the mundanes. But {f ! were you, I'd give up that cover, Morgan, and soone The longer you 
walt, the more you rlsk an accidental s!ifp. And you know how upset people can get when they find 
out you've been hiding something from them. It'll be even harder, If they're kept In the dark a 
long time." 


There was a lengthy stlence. "I'I1 consider It," he sald at last, and, from h!s tone, | suspected 
he would. ! grinned, and fell asleep. If the Jedi need stamina, | doubt |'I! ever make fit to the 
novice stage. 


That's not the end of this story, however. (Tricked ya, didn't 1?) We were on our way back to 
the OSIRIS, | tn the rear of Morgan's ship, devising a particularly evi! torture Involving snakes, 
when the Viper's scanners started signalling the presence of an alfen ship nearby. The Warriors 
took command Instantly, gotng Into battle formation, lest this be an enemy craft. 


| cringed, know!Ing of Morgan's proclivity for saving others while he himself crashed. With four 
green cadets along, | figured the odds for our survival were pretty damn low, should combat be 
engaged. I tried to think II! fe-preserving thoughts. I! couldn't see the read~-outs the pI lots 
referred to, but | heard thelr discussion. 


"It doesn't look IIke any Cylon shIp I've ever seen," Alexandra potnted out via the com-IInk. 
"Maybe It's a straggler from the Colonlies...2" 


"We should have visual contact tn two microns," Morgan sald briskly. "Cross-check for a Co- 
jlonfal 1D, and [I'll scan for transmissions." 


There was silence for a few moments before a crackly, staticky volce was heard. "...eta'ien fal 
tosain Corel l'"1l VALONKHODER..." ) 


For the second time In a week, | stopped breathing. 


"Do you understand It, Morgan?" It was Alexandra, sounding a bIt confusede "My ‘inguatron 
doesn't seem to be workingee."® 


"Same here. Cadet Iilyrla..e” 
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“Morgan, walt," | Interrupted, leaning forward. The voice repeated Itself, and was music to my 
earse 


*This ts the Coreiltan free trader SHADOWSINGER...o" 
"Answer him!® | commanded tnstantly, not daring to belfeve what |! heard. 


Morgan didn't comply at once; a typically cautious Warrior, he was suspicious of a threat. | was 
getting frantice 1 shook hIs shoulder as hard as | could. "Damn It ali, Morgan, {t's Allxi®™ 


"Alexandraece?"™ 


*Tsals kuteh'n zI tsals'cu akites shosh'n gaten! My husband, Allx! For the Maker's sake, answer 
him, before he thinks you're hostile and takes off again!" 


Apparentiy, ! was Inststent enough to convince him, for the telepath finally compl ted. Perhaps he 
even used a Iittie of that telepathy of his, aithough | didn't know for sure. Insofar as anything 
Forceful went, | was burnt out for a while. 


| held my breath until ! heard the reply. "Understood. WIII hold position until you arrive." 


| translated It for the Warrlors -- well, maybe not for Morgan -- then leaned back and sighed. My 
chauffeur made an odd littie nolse; I could see his Introspective expression In hts reflection on 
the canopy. "Now, that's pecullar. He understands us well enough, but our Ifnguatrons don't un- 
derstand hime Any explanation for that, Kar{?" 


i grinned, watching the beat-up but famiilar shape of that god-be-damned, beautifully Corelltan 
starship come Into sIght. It was more splendid to me than the old Emperor's yacht, more 
Impressive than Vader's EXECUTOR. "Sure," | answered glibly. "Your Colonles've been around for 
seven thousand years. My home-world alone has been around for nearly ten times that. We've had 
more time to sophisticate our devices, y'know. At least give us thet much crediti 


He accepted that. ! rode back the rest of the way In anxious silence, heart In my throat, prayltng 
| wasn't dreaming. ! was the first out of the ship when we returned, and walted Impatitently for 
the ground crew to guide Allx's ship Ine 1 was almost afraid to watch, terrified this would be a 
mistake, after all - until I saw a skinny but well-loved figure step down from the lowertng 
entrance ramp. The face was drawn, tense, worrled — but only untl! we saw one another. 


Watching him smile was more beautiful than the first dawn. "Karl!" 


{| don’t think I*ve ever run anywhere so fast; ! couldn't have, not even with the Demons of Death 
on my heels. 


We spent a biissfully private day together before | started to explain to Al!x everything that had 
happened [n his absence. 


The next day, we started lay!Ing plans to deal with Tanis. It was going to be tough, thanking him 
and kl ilfng htm at the same times. 
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"Prince for a Day" 


(By Karen KI Inck) 


Starbuck surveyed the surrounding lattice-work of machinery, and resentful ly declded that It Just 
wasn't fair. Every time Apollo got to brooding about Zac, he got the backlash. Like now, for 
example. This old tub's crew could have been making the exhausting and exhaustive mill imetre-by- 
millimetre hand search of the II fe support tubing for leaks, Instead of sitting around Idly and 
spreading rumours and dlIscontent. Everybody still expected a miracle to save them, or for 
everything to turn out nice and easy and comfortable. The military was supposed to provide al! 


the answers, the safety that everyone craved, even peace. As If anyone could ever have peace with 
the Cylons. 


He wearlly patched another minute pIn-hole tn an alr-IInee The entire scene blurred before his 
eyes, and he stopped to rub them Irritably. 


"Mister, Just what are you doIng?™ Apollo's voice rang Iclly from the hatchway. 


"If It's all the same with you, sir," Starbuck snapped sarcastically, "{'d Ifke to see what I'm 
doIng, sire" 


Apollo swiftly went to his sidee "Did you catch something fromeee?" he began, catching hold of 
the other's shoulders and reaching for the rubbing hands. 


"No," Starbuck snapped, and broke loose, stumbi!ng agalnst the bulkhead. He grunted In surprise 
and drew his forearm across his eyese "I can't see when It goes al! blurry, sir." 


"Don't be InsubordInate, Lieutenant!" Apollo sald curtly. "These Jobs have to be donese.™ 


"Well, dammit, If you'd wear out the frakkIn' crews of these tubs checktin' for leaks, they'd be 
too tired to start trouble — Instead of us belIn' too worn out to fight! What d'you think | am, 
part of this machinery? I'm shakin" when | walk, and belleve me, man, you're not dolIn' much 
better yourself! Look!" The hand he thrust out was Indeed shakInge "I've been havin’ trouble 
gettin® the patches on the leakse Now, | can't even see the leaks!" 


Apollo grabbed his shoulders again, this time malntalning his hold as Starbuck tried to pull away. 
"Stop it!" he commanded sharply. Starbuck sullenly held still. "Why didn't you tell me you were 
this tired?" 

"| knew what you'd say, Captain." 


"Well," Apollo shled away from the anger In the other man's volce, "do you think you can make It 
back to the GALACTICA, or do you want to bed down here?" 


"!'d rather go back to the GALACTICA," Starbuck sald Instantly. "This crew's already grumbiing 


about how us pilots are getting the best of everythings I'd hate to tnconvenlence them by finding 
someplace to sleep on their ‘overcrowded’ ship." 
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Apollo firmly gulded him back to the landing bay and his Viper. "I'm glad we brought these," he 
remarked, trying to ease the tension he could still feel In Starbuck. "Otherwise, you'd have to 
walt for a free shuttle." . 


Starbuck nodded. He clambered Into the seat of his fighter without h!s usual bounce, mechantcal ly 
went through clearance, and blasted off. His target was making a wide sweep on the far per!meter 
of their rag-tag Fleet, and he made a wide curve to Intercept her. He called In, and, predictably 
enough, got Athena. 


"Hello, GALACTICA. One Viper on an Intercept course for about twenty centars of sleep." 
"How long have you been goIng, Starbuck?" 


"['m not sure any more, Athenae About the only thing | am sure of Is that, no matter what, | 
won't get enough sleep. Ah, well, I'm not In any hurry; IJ'I!1 be lazing at the far end of your 
swinge You might have to wake me up, though." 


There was a hint of laughter In Athena's voice as she replied, "Okay, hotshot. 1! won't let you 
oversieep. Don't get lost." 


"Yes, mother," he sald meekly, and grinned at the low growl that echoed over the com before 
contact was brokene He wished he had a cigar, sIfghed, and admired the panorama of stars around 
him, revelling In the sol !tude. 


There was precious |IIttle of that aboard any survivor ship. Hts thoughts drifted a little, and he 
sighed again, flexing his hand on the responsive controls. He'd sleep as long as they'd let him, 
anyway. 


Microns away, shlelded by the mass of a planet, two Cylon attack ships reported back to their 
base, to their leader. "Commander-our-scanners-show-a-|one-human-shIp-of~the-type-known-as-V I per. 
What-are-your-orders?" 


The Cylon recelving that message pondered [t+ for a full centone "A ship of that class cannot go 
long without refuelinge There must be a refueling station or a base nearby, or that accursed 
battlestar GALACTICA. Capture the pllot of that vessel. | want him allve.e" Perhaps, he added 
silently to himself, the pilot would be Captain Apollo, and he would have the satisfaction of 
torturing the II fe from hime All any Cylon knew of the GALACTICA's strike-force leader was hfs 
brilitance In that capacity. To remove such capablilty was a Cylon goal. 


Starbuck's sensors screamed Information at him microns before the explosions bracketed hIs Viper. 
He yelped, “Frak!i" and hit his retros. Frantically, he trted to punch a message through the 
sudden electronic Interference, then a cold thought hit hime From the way the Cylons had Jumped 
him, he was obviously outside the camouflage curtain that shlelded the Fleet -- but the rest of 
the flotilla wasn't. He couldn't lead those Ralders back to the GALACTICA for fear that one might 
get away and tell the other Cylons where the surviving humans were hiding! 


Aboard the battlestar, the communications officer cried out, "There's some sort of Interference 
jamming our signals, Commander!" 


Adama whirled and barked, "What?" 
Athena turned to hIm.e “Father, Starbuck's Viper Is out there!® 


"Red alert!" Adama snapped, still calm. "Battie stations! Launch Interceptors!" 
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Aboard the damaged EVENING STAR, Apollo and Boomer got the news and raced for their Vipers. They 
were closer to the battle point than the GALACTICA, so they arrived at the scene of carnage first, 
In time to witness [ts end. Starbuck had already wiped out two of the enemy, as evidenced by the 
debris floating nearby. But even as the two Warriors put thumbs to retro controls, a Cylon blast 
exploded squarely on their friend's I!tsting craft, and It disappeared In a blinding flash. 


Apollo felt a cold leaden welght form In hIs stomach as the Cylon craft retreated and Adama called 
off the attack. Another one, he thought miserably. First Zac, and now Starbuck. Why hadn't he 
Insisted that Starbuck sleep over on the EVENING STAR, or take the shuttle back, leaving his Viper 


for a time when hIis mind was clearer? Why had he conscripted Starbuck for malfntenance duty In the 
first place? 


He and Boomer accelerated flercely, Intending to avenge their friend, but the Cylon saucer-cratt 
were retreating at full speed, and Adama called them back. 


Athena sat numbly at her console, staring at the blank screene She felt a touch on her shoulder, 
and turned to see her father's understanding eyes. 


"Call your relfef," he sald softly. 


Athena nodded, unable to speak, ‘then resolutely took a deep breath and keyed the approprtate 
switch. In a steady voice, she called her rellef. Then she went to her cabtn and cried. 


Apollo reported to the Commander's quarters as soon as he landed. He hada quick tnterview with 
Adama, which left both of them unsatisfied. The only concluston they could reach was that 
Starbuck had somehow strayed outside the camouflage curtaln, and the Cylons scanners had plIcked 
him upe The Imperative thing now was to move the Fleet before the Ralders reported thelr position 
to a base star or planet-based garrison. 


Then Adama suggested that Apollo visit his sister In her quarters, since he felt she needed 
companye Mystified, Apollo agreed. 


Athena IIfted her tear-streaked face to him as he enterede "D=did yOUeeeS~Ssee?  Youee.were out 
th-there when [teo.® 


"Yeah, | was. I! didn't know he meant that much to you." 
Athena put her hands over her eyes. "Nelther did !. 1! mean, ! thought I'd get over him. After 
all, he was always Just another pretty face, right?" She tried to smile, but tears rolled down 


her cheeks agaltn. 


"What | sttll don't understand," Apollo snarled tn sudden frustration, "Is why he didn't get back 
to the GALACTICA In time!® 


"One," Athena sald so coldly that he stared at her In shock, "there was no hurry. He reached a 
rendezvous point while we were doing a check~sweep. Two, he wouldn't bring those Cylons down 
on the Fleet. What ff some had gotten past the GALACTICA? Do you think you're the only one who 
can be a hero?" 


"He never struck me as belng much on anything but gambling," Apollo retorted, stung, forgetting 
much In his pIique. 


"You forgot womanizing, too," Athena sald calmly. "Yes, and he was a better pllot than even you, 
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my dear brother -—- the best In the entire Fleet! And he had a good mind for military matters. 
But he didn't have to I!ve up to the Image of Commander Adama, so he could have fun." 


Apollo wincede Unbidden, an Image sprang to his mind -- Zac's puppy-IIke eagerness to go on 
patrol, and Starbuck's kindness. "Felgercarb!" he snarled In a moment of rare profanity, and 
stomped out. 


In the silence of h!is own quarters, he examined his emotions closely» Memorfes flooded In — 
Starbuck teaching Zac card tricks, and purposefully losing to the younger man so Zac could get a 
cher!shed girl a gift -- although Zac never found out. And more lately, Starbuck playing the foo! 
to ease nerves and bring smiles. And Starbuck, Apollo admitted honestly, taking the brunt of his 
own anger over losing Zac. 


And then there was Starbuck as he had last seen him -- exhausted, Irritable, nearly out on his 
feet. Apollo lowered his head fn shame, feeling the tears come. It had been his fault. Starbuck 
had always been there to lash out at. It was all his fault. 


t+ + & & 


Adama looked at the Counc!I! of Twelve, weary to the bone, trying to gauge thelr feellngs. He was 
mortally tired of thelr petty Intrigues. "Our tylium situation Is still poor," he potnted out. 
“However, there Is a mining planet ahead. I+ was abandoned merely because [It was too far away 
from the Colonies for present needs. The automatic machinery should st!l| be operative. We would 
be able to supply our ships with little, If any, difffculty. 1 suggest we head there at all pos- 
sible speed." 


The Counc!! agreed. 
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The Cylons plfloting one particular Ralder occasfonal ly glanced toward the back of their ship In 
triumph. Starbuck's unconsclous body lay there, bound securely. His Viper had been bracketed by 
explosions that had destroyed his engines and stunned him. The other attack craft had swarmed In 
front of the on-coming rescue Vipers, while they had carefully transferred the human pllot to 
thelr ship and streaked for home. His friends would think him dead because h!s ship had been 
destroyed. The Cylon High Command would be able to extract thelr destred {nformation at lelsure. 


*+eete“*e & 


The first thing Starbuck remembered when he woke up was belng In the middle of an ambushe He 
found himself automatically reaching for his Viper's controls, and stopped himself sheeptshly. 
Hts embarrassed grin faded as he sat up, discovertng that he'd been sleeping on a bare metal 
floor. A door with a mesh-covered window was the only way out of the empty room. 


He scrambled awkwardly to his feet and stumbled to the door, ‘trying to see out, then rubbed his 
stiff neck and swore softly. He knew he had to be a prisoner of the Cylons; there was no other 
explanation. He remembered the explosions that had taken out his engines. They had planned this. 
What he couldn't figure out was why they had kept hIm alfve. 


He knew they wanted human survivors. They were determined to wipe the rag-tag human Fleet from 
the skies -- every man, woman, and child. To pry Information from him -- that was the only reason 
he could see for capturing him. His Jaw set In determination. Golng back to the far wall, he sat 
down to walt. 
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The Cylons came for him soon after. Starbuck glanced up at the pair of huge guards tn thelr metal! 
shelis, shrugged, and resignedly fell Into step between theme HIs skIn crawled as one or the 
other casually Jabbed Its weapon Into his back as they walked. He was taken to a large, darkened 
room where another Cylon sat on a throne-IIke chair. 

"By-your-command," one of his guards Intoned. 


"Speak." 


"This-human-!s-from-the-battlestar-GALACTICA. The-tnsIgnia-Is-plain. He-ts-consclous-now-and-we- 
have-brought-h I m-to-you~as~you~commandede" 


"So, human, you are a Viper pl lot from the GALACTICA." 
"| suppose so," Starbuck conceded, not seeing any way to Ite convincingly. 


"What [ts the military strength of the human fleet? How many Vipers can be activated In Its 
defence?" 


"Find out for yourself." 
"The Cylons will be victorfouse" 
Starbuck's next suggestion for the Cylons was anatomically Impossible. 


"Silence, human! Sooner or later, you will tell me what ! wish to knowe Your protein body wil 
not withstand our methods of gathertng Information." 


"Maybe you belleve your own propaganda, but don't bother me with It." 


"I will achleve victory over Adama and gain power for myself. ! will destroy the effectiveness of 
the Viper forces by killing his accursed sone Ah, now It ts clear. You are a Viper pilote So Is 
Adama's sone No one else could have been out alone. Therefore, you must be Apolloe And you 
would know where the humans are hiding." 


There was a fountaln of unholy glee bubbling Inside Starbuck, which he was careful to hide from 
the bubble~headed Cylon with Its flashing IIghts. This was a tremendous Joke, both on the Cylons, 
who would be over-confident since they belleved they had Apollo, andon Apollo, whose "thorn-tn- 
the~sIde" had been mistaken for h!s virtuous self. 


The brash Lieutenant hoped the Cylons would boast of this during the next skirmish. Considering 
that thelr most human tralt was thelr vanity, he was pretty sure Adama would hear -—- In detall -- 
of the death of his "sone" Death didn't frighten him. His only regret would be not belng able to 
tease Apollo about It. He kept from smiling by exercising a great deal of will !-power. 


"Would It do any good to deny I+?" he Inquired [nnocently. 

"None, Apollo. We know of you from Interrogation of other captured Warrlors. I will broadcast a 
message Into space, one that your father will recelve. He wiil talk face to face with me -- and | 
will show him the death of his sone Centurfons! Put the human on display for the civilfans to 


seel" 


"By-your-command.e" Starbuck's guards placed ungentle hands on him, and hauled him away. 
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He was taken to a large, open space, where a nylon thong was tied to each wrist. The free end of 
each thong was threaded through aring on a pole and tied. This left his arms outstretched 
slightly above shoulder helght. He was helpless. 


He fidgeted uneas!ly, wondering what was In storee Soon, curlosity got the better of him, and he 
stared at the Cylons just as hard as they stared at hime He'd never realized there was anything 
but a warrlor-class. It swiftly became obvious that, for the moment, display was all he would be. 


Starbuck stood there wearltly, centar after centar, awaiting the pleasure of the garrison 
commander. He even got to the polnt of looking eagerly at each new pair of warrior Cylons that 
came by, hoping they were coming to release hime It didn't matter that when they did, he would 
most likely be led to his death. Hifs feet hurt, his shoulders ached flercely, and his hands were 
leaden welghts without feellng to them. 


Suddenly, hts chin lifted, and he stiffened, staring back Insolently at the sinister, bubble- 
headed garrison commander as the Cylon approached. 


"The GALACTICA has contacted use Its Commander Adama has agreed to a discussion concerning his 
sone" 


"The Commander's probably never seen an animated Festival Tree flanked by walking garbage cans be~ 
fore," Starbuck sald rudely. "I'll bet he’s Just curlous." 


"Your pest!iferous human race has something you call a ‘virtue’ -- herolcs." 
"I+ gets your ass shot off," the man sald honestly. “But sometimes, It's fun." 


"You are known to your fellow Warrfors for a wilifngness to sacrifice your I!fe for others, 
Apollo." The Lieutenant barely concealed a start; he'd forgotten for the moment who he was 
supposed to bee "You might cry out to your father on the screen, beg him to sacrifice you rather 
than himself. While It would be a most Interesting sight, | will not have It. The price for your 
lffe will be the surrender of the battlestar GALACTICA." 


The man stared In amazement. "You've got to be out of your so-called mind! Why, the Commander'd 
Never eee" 


"Gag hime" The Cylon leader watched In satisfaction as a heavy gag was fastened [In Starbuck's 
mouthe "{ was correct. Not only would you have spoken, but now ! amridof your annoying 
nofsese* His captive bilnked at him Indignantly. "Bring him." 


One metal guard held each thong, marchtng thelr prisoner helplessly between them. He could only 
pray that Adama would go along with the plot. If the garrison commander thought he was bargaining 
for Apollo's life with his father, he might betray some of hIs plans. 


The cramped control room had been outfitted with a large metal lattice-work square. Starbuck, 
wondering why this wasn't all taking place In the much more spacious "throne room," was swiftly 
spread-eagled against the lattice, and bound tightly. He noticed that cameras were already In 
place, probably for the commander to keep an eye on hIs minions. 


A metal ring was fastened around the man's neck, anda long splral-threaded bolt was passed back 
through the lattice. One of his guards tightened a nut along the bolt, unt!!l he couldn't move his 
heads A few more hearty twists of the control nut, and the garrotte-band tightened unpleasantly. 
Another turn, and he choked a little. His other guard unsheathed the sword It wore and held It 
ready at Starbuck's side. 
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"You shall see," the command Cylon promised. "I! will torture father and son together, side by 
side." 


Starbuck reflectively flexed his numb fingers and cynically doubted that. 


% tt & 


The hastIily~called session of the Counc!l! of Twelve was In full debatee As usual, the least sense 
held the floor by means of the loudest volce. 


"| knew [t!" Counclilor Molin orated. "That young blackguard Apollo has made a deal with the 
Cylons! He and..." The coiour left his face as Apollo's gun appeared In his hand as If by magic, 
pointing stralght at him. 


"Captatini™ Adama bellowed, furfous. "That's enough!" 
Flushing, Apollo reholstered his weapone Adama turned his steely eyes to the Councl!. 


"There will be no more discussione This {fs amllftary matter. If Stre Molin's accusations were 
not so serfous, they would be ludicrous. Captain Apollo's record speaks for Itself. | will ac- 
cept two-way contact with the Cylons. You may monitor the conversation, but you may not take part 
In tte* 


"But you can trace a two-way screening, Commander," someone protested. 


The smile on Adama's face was wolfish. "Indeed, two-ways can be traced. But consider thls, 
Sires. This battlestar Is moving constantly. It Is difficult to trace a moving obJect, especial- 
ly sInce we will Just happen to be engaging In practice battle manoeuvres to train our Cadets at 
the same time. On the other hand, this Cylon Is most ITkely to be found upon a planet's surface. 
We may be able to locate and destroy his base, which gives us more of a chance to escape. Now, If 
you will excuse me, | have a transmission to catch. Captaln Apollo, have your squadron ready to 
man their Vipers." 


Apollo headed for the Ready Room to Inform his squadron of the upcoming misston.e He felt a sharp 
pang as he saw Boomer sItting alone In a corner, starting at the floor. 


The Captain went to him, laying a sympathetic hand on his shoulder. "You know, Boomer, | always 
wondered what sort of hold that manlac used to keep a nice steady guy Ifke you as a wingman. You 


could have requested a wingmate change yahrens ago." 


"Somebody had to take care of him," the other man protested with a wan smile. "He was a good 
friend. So what If he was wild? It was fun. I'm glad he got to do as much as he did. ! miss 
hime" 


"Boomereee" He hesitated. “Boomer, will you fly wing for me?" 
"Something coming up?" 
Apollo filled him Ine “Maybe Father wil! let us get a few In Starbuck's memory -” 


"Sounds goods Count me Ine" The black man shrugged. "I can put off a IIlttle chore for a bit 
longer.” 


"Little chore?" For a moment, Apollo was "Captain" again. 
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"Yeah." Boomer offered him a twisted, patn-fllled grine "They want me to clean out Starbuck's 
effects." 


Apollo winced. "Do you want me to do It?" 


"Walt ‘til this Is over. Maybe It won't hurt as much. Hades, maybe, by then, somebody'il! be 
cleantng out mine!" 


"Father's pIptng the show In here for all of us. 1! wonder whateee” He broke off as the screen on 
the wall lit up. Everyone focussed on Ite 


“Commander Adama," the bubble-headed Cylon that appeared grated tn a triumphant voice that sent 
shivers up and down the backs of the human Itsteners, "! wish to offer you a bargain -- the Itfe 


of your son for the surrender of the battlestar you command." 


"My son?" Adama repeated. 


"Yes. | have your son Apollo as my helpless prisoners You may be privileged to witness his death 
and know you could have prevented It. Behold!" A different camera angied In to catch Starbuck, 
who teebly wiggled the fingers of his right hand at It. Then he choked, as the guard behind hIm 


turned the nut agafn. Through his struggles for breath, the mute pleading In his eyes was 
evident. 


"He's alfvel!" Boomer whooped. "Starbuck's alivel Yahooo!" 

"Maybe not for long," Apollo grimly reminded hime 

"Stop that!" Adama's voice rang oute "! won't bargain for a dead body." 

"Bargain?" Apollo repeated Incredulously.e Then his face cleared, and he sald softly, "Of course! 
Athena must be tracing the source of that transmisston right now. Maybe, Just maybe, If he can 
stall them long enough..." 


"eeewe can rescue Starbuck!" Boomer finished excitedly. 


"Or give him a fitting monument." Boomer stared at the Captain for a moment, then nodded slowly. 
He, too, became grime 


"As | sald before, your son Is my prisoner. He will dle slowly unless you surrender the GALACTICA 
to mee" 


"Leeel don't know what to say," Adama's volce stammered. "You aske.ea great deal. I'lleeehave to 
think about thise.." 


"Stall! Stall" Apollo gritted at the screen. Startied looks around hIm changed to compre- 
hensfon, and the Viper pilots shifted In anticlIpation. "C'mon, Athena, what's keeping you? Why 
don't you have a Ifne on them? He won't be able to stand that pressure much longer; they'!! 
strangle hime ! won't let him dfe In my placee C'mon!" 


Meanwhile, Boomer was muttertng, "Why, you frakkin' bastards! You unspeakable, frakkIn' daggIt- 
bait! | don't care who you think you are, you can't torture people like that. Yous..." 


"Do not take too long, Commander Adama," the Cylon Intonede "For each time perfod that cor- 
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responds to ten of your centons, the nut will be tightened one revolution. Stnce a Viper pllot ts 
@ well-conditioned member of your species, ! am certain Apollo will !Inger for many palntul 
centons." 


"What do you want me to do?" Adama asked simply. 


"Bring your ship to the planet you have called Cofax. You will shuttle down to the surtace to 
surrender to mee My centurfons will take over the GALACTICA. Your Warrlors wlil become prisoners 
of war." 


"Very wells We will set course for Cofax.e" Adama's volce suddenly rang with steel. "But | 
repeat, ! will not bargain for a dead body!" 


The garrison commander gestured silghtly, and the centurton behind Starbuck spun the nut loose. 
The Lieutenant's head dropped to his breast as the nut came off the bolt, and the watchers could 
see his chest heaving as precious alr flowed Into hIs lungs. 


"But remember," the Cylon boomed, and the other centurton's sword slipped under the prisoner's 
neck, causing him to abruptly Jerk his head back against the mesh, his eyes wide. "It works two 
wayse Fall me, and he will dle a painful death by torture, which | wil! broadcast for you to 
watch." 


The last thing they saw before the screen blanked out was the small trickle of blood on Starbuck's 
throat where the sword had nicked him, while his wary eyes watched the sword-bearer. The weapon's 
tip rested on his neck, near the wound. Then the transmission was cut. 


Apollo slowly relaxed. "Well," he sald conversationally, "It doesn't look ITke we'll! have any Im 
mediate actions The Commander's manoeuvred them [nto a breathing spel!." 


"Breathing spell?" someone blurted. "After what he sald? And we're heading...!" 


"Talk ts cheap," Boomer sald sarcastically, f!xIng the nervous EnstIgn with a practiced eye. "We 
were going In that direction anyway. If It keeps Starbuck allve long enough to rescue hIimeee One 
might say," he concluded with a wide grin, "that those Cylons were 'starbucked!!" 


There was a loud burst of relleved laughter from the assembled plilotse Still, Apollo couldn't 
shake a feelltng of gulit. He devoutly wished Starbuck had not decIided to masquerade as hImself. 
And he wondered how the brash Lieutenant had managed to pull off such an audaclous deception. He 
said as much In a disgusted volce, and added, "We're going to have to rescue him allvee ! want to 
know how he did [t!" 


The assemblage of pl lots roared with laughter agaln. 

“| think," Boomer observed, "that you've been ‘'starbucked,' too, Captain." 

"Can't he ever do anything right?" the Captain In question groaned, forgetting for the moment, In 
hts new Irritation, all his gullt feellngs about Starbuck. This drew stil! more merriment from 
his fellow pl! lots. 

Apollo went back to the bridge to get orders for his squadron, and found the entire Councl! 
present, berating his father. Adama gave them short shrift. H!s son hung back, Ifstentng tn ap- 


preclattion. 


"You can't give them the GALACTICA!" one old man shouted hysterically. "You'll leave us all with- 
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out protection!" 
"Only the GALACTICA will be golIng In," Adama sald, hts attention on a monitor screen. 
“As president of the Counc!!, you should bee...” 


"eeeashamed of yourself!" another broke tne Adama ralsed an eyebrow, not defgning to give any 
other Indication that he had heard. 


"We'll divest you of command! We'll lock you up! You can't allow any one man, not even your own 
SON, TOcee" 


"You seem to forget that my son has been on this ship since those transmissions started," Adama 
snapped, his patience weartng thine He fought down his Irritation and continued. "The Warrltor tn 
question ts Lieutenant Starbuck -- and we owe him a great deal, Including rescue, !f It Is at all 
possible. If he had not posed as Captain Apollo, and goaded the Cylons Into revealing thetr base, 
we would not have discovered [t until! too late. We would have moved directly Into thelr fire 
patterns, and thelr attack would have been disastrous. How many of our ships would have escaped 
then, do you think? 


"This Is still a mllitary operation, Sires. If necessary, I! will have you removed forcibly to 
your own ships, for ! will not risk the Councl|. I would suggest that the rest of our Fleet head 
for Worlan and mine as much tyllum as can be done In four centarse Then, a rendezvous at Worlan's 
asteroid belt. You can hide very nicely tn there, and the GALACTICA would be forced to move 
slowly, In such corridors as she could move at all. If you do not satisfy yourselves as to our 
Identity when we arrive, scatter and reform somewhere else, known only to yourselves. 1! will not 
tix either that second rendezvous polnt or a recognition signal, stnce we do not know what 
persuastons the Cylons have at their disposal. 


"The GALACTICA Is going to be a very large decoy, while our Viper pl lots destroy that Installation 
and — hopefully -—- rescue Lleutenant Starbuck!" 
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Starbuck sat on the floor of his cell, legs stretched out [tn front of him and hands quiet In his 
lap- His legs were asleep; he hadn't been allowed to change his position. HIs throat hurt, and 
he still wore the gage The nylon thongs stIil chafed hIs wrists; the two Cylons standing over him 
held one eache The Cylon commander had decreed that nothIng happen to hIs prisoner, and tt would 
be soe However, the prisoner's comfort did not enter Into cons!deration. 


The Lieutenant alternated between elation and despair. The GALACTICA would move against this 
Cylon base, he was certain, and the thought made him happy. S8ut here he was, a too-closely- 
guarded prisoner, tired, hurting, his mouth cotton-dry from the gag; and there were two Cylons 
ready to subdue him If he tried to movee His only prospect, other than death, was facing that 
lattice screen and more torture. 


The outlook was not pleasant. Even !f the Cylons postponed his execution, he would die when the 
human attack came. That, he didn't greatly mind, although his preferred death was In battle. But 
this way, too, he would take some of the enemy with hime 


More time passede Starbuck slipped Into a I!ght, fitful doze against the wall. He roused at the 
clumping sounds of a Cylon's feet entering the celle This one, another centurfon, announced, 
"The-GALACT!CA~has-come-Into-scanner-range. Our-commander-des!res—the-pr I soner 's-presence-I n-the- 
control-roome Bring-hIme" 
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Moving as one, the human's guards reached down and grabbed his arms, pulifng him to his feet, then 
led him through the door. Light-headed from thirst and unsteady on his feet, he stood passively 
tn the control room, Incapable of resistance as they tied him to the lattice screen once more. 
Bound hand and foot, he could do nothIng to prevent the nut belng threaded on the boit of his gar- 
rotte-band again. 


A shiver passed through hime He felt he should do something, but exactly what, he didn't know. 
He felt he was putting on a poor show as a human and a Warrtor In the presence of his enemies. 
And he was too dralned to do anything at all. 


He closed his eyes, leaning agalnst the sollidness of the lattice. 


A new IIght flickering on his eyellds made him ralse them. Commander Adama was giving him a very 
concerned look over the screen, and he sluggishly reallzed the Cylons had opened two-way 
communications agalne The pressure on his neck suddenly Increased cruelly, and he winced. 


"What are you doing?" he heard Adama cry. 


"Insurance," the bubble~headed commander sald smoothly. "1! want the GALACTICA. [! mean to have 
It. You will shuttle down here, remaining In front of a screen at all timese You would not wish 
to miss Apollo's agonized death, | trust?" 


Adama fumed silently. The Vipers should be almost In thelr attack positions by now. They needed 
only a little more time... 


"We're not In shuttle range yet," he protested. "And our shuttles do not have visuais, only 
voice." 


The Cylon leader turned to survey Starbuck, whose eyes were shut again. “If you delay once you 
are within shuttle range, the band around your son's throat will be tightened agaln.e For now, It 
will stay where It Is. He Is already In pain, Adama. Bear that In mind.® 


Just then, a serles of explosions sounded In a distant part of the Cylon fortress. The garrison 
commander turned from the screen and his prisoner to recelve reports. No one yet knew exactly 
what was going on, and the Cylon glanced suspiciously at the screene Adama was reg!istertng only 
what the humans called "concern," his attention riveted on the prisoner. Stitil, the old Warrlor 
was a cunning adversarye He could have concocted some plan to turn defeat Into victory. 


Meanwhile, Apollo and Boomer had also been walting for the start of the Vipers" attack run, 
feeling savage satisfaction at the memory of Caprica and the other planets of the Colonies, now to 
be avenged In a small way by a similar strafing run. They were hiding Just outside the outpost, 
at a door marked as an entrancee It was of no concern that they, who had chosen to go In after 
Starbuck, would also run the risk of death In the attack. As the first explosions Ift the sky, 
they started In. 


The base commander turned tn dismay when a communications panel exploded as a misstile detonated 
close by. He had been tricked, outmanoeuvred by the accursed, unpredictable human pests. He had 
no doubt Adama had a hand In this, but the shorting of the communications panel had broken thelr 
contact. His flashing eye grid fastened on Starbuck, who hung In hIs bonds, only partially 
consclouse 


"Prepare the escape ship," he ordered his mintons. 
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One of Starbuck's guards left to do soe The other turned to his leader. "By-your-command." 
"Speak." 
"Shal I-I-k1 1 1-the-human-now?" 


The garrison commander studied his prisoner. "No," he decided. "It will be much more fitting to 
let the human Warrtors do It for use" 


"By-your-command." 


The Cylon leader started out the door, followed by the Impassive centurion. He stopped Just 
outside it, however, and looked back one last time. Smoke drifted hazi ly around the room, and hfs 
prisoner was already choking on It, his face drawn with paine The commander left, sat!sflied. 
Even [f the Viper ptlots falled to score a direct hit on hls command post -- which he doubted -- 
the prisoner would die. 


Another exploston shook the control room. I+ rocked the base of the lattice to which Starbuck was 
bound, and the whole device began to topple slowly forward. The man had enough consciousness left 
to feel horribly helpless as he fell toward the floor. He couldn't even turn his head to save his 
face from the Impact. But as the mesh went down, one corner struck a console. The helpless 
Lieutenant felt a sharp pain tn his right leg, then the mesh ended up on tts side, leaning agalnst 
the console. 


Starbuck stubbornly fought off the encroaching unconsclousness that threatened to engulf hime He 
knew that If he surrendered to It, he would die. Then, suddenly, he heard famillar votces, and he 
smiled weakly around his gag. 


Apollo and Boomer raced along the halls, heedless of the explosions. They fired thelr lasers at 
occasfonal Cylons and kept looking for thelr captive friend. Fortunately for them, the Cylons 
lald out thelr outposts very symmetrically, with all Indications polnting In the direction of the 
command roome 


They finally glanced through yet another doorway, +o see the room they had seen on the screen In 
the GALACTICA's Ready Room. The lattice square they sought was on Its side; they ran to It. 


"He's choking, Boomer!" Apollo cried, peering under the mesh to look at thelr fellow Warrlor. 
"Loosen that nut! Get It off! Hurry!" 


Boomer ‘twisted the plece of metal frantically, untI! tt came free. Starbuck gratefully drew In 
deep lungfuls of the smoky alr as the dreadful pressure on hIs windp!pe eased, and he coughed 
around the gage His friends hastily yet carefully turned the lattice frame over and tackled his 
bondse Then he was belng supported by Boomer while Apollo struggled with the garrotte-band and 
the gag. More explosfons sounded around them. 

"Let's get out of here!" Apollo grunted. He threw the garrotte-band against a wall. 


"['m with you, Captain," Boomer agreed worrledly. 


"Legeee” Starbuck croaked In a weak whisper. "ThinkeseIt*seeebrokeneee” He was |Ight-headed with 
patn and only half consclous. 


Apollo ran a hand IIghtly over the Indicated Ifmb and swore. "It tse Boomer, you take one arm; 
i'll take the other. This place {s golng up fast. There's no time to make a stretcher." 
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They each draped one of Starbuck's arms over their shoulders, and lurched awkwardly for the 
entrance. A few metres outside the door, Starbuck's weak efforts to ass!Ist ceased, and h!s head 
dropped to his chest. 


Apollo swore again, and Boomer echoed him. Somehow, they manhandled thetr Injured friend Into 
Apollo's shuttle and streaked for the GALACTICA; the battlestar was conducting mopp!Ing-up 
operations around the edges of the system. Boomer flew wing and cover for the Captaln's less 
manoeuvrable craft. 


Behind them, the Cylon Installation went up In flames. 
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The GALACTICA had once agalfn rejoined her Fleet when the medics al lowed Starbuck to have visitors. 
Adama, Apollo, and Boomer made their way In, to find that the Lteutenant, by some machInation 
known only to himself, had already managed to get Athena and Casslopeia there. The two women had 
struck a truce unt!I! thelr quarry was fully recovered. 


Adama Just stood there, his grin getting broader and broader as he slowly shook his head at the 
carefree Warrlor. Boomer ralsed hIs eyes plously to the celling, and dramatically I!fted his arms 
In a comb{nation of supplication, surrender, and prayer. Apollo surveyed the bed=rldden 
Lieutenant as If he'd caught him rewiring a Viper to give Its occupant a hotseat. 


Starbuck returned all this Interest with an Innocent look. The women caught each other's glances 
and chuckled softly. 


“Wouldn't you know it," Boomer said In apparent disgust. "Captain, now ! know why he did it. 
Just look at him!" 


Starbuck's expression promptly changed to one of {nJured Innocence. 


Apollo's disgust matched Boomer's. "1 think you're right," he agreed. "All right, Lleutenant," 
he growled, "! want an explanation for your outrageous conduct!" 


Adama chuckled silently. Starbuck shifted restlessly on the bed and winced, and some of the good- 
natured merriment left the small cubicle. Casslopela firmly gulded her pattent's shoulders back 
to the bed, and Athena put a smal! pliil tn his mouth and sItlently held the glass of water where 
the man could reach the straw without straining. 


"Well, Captain," Starbuck began easlly, giving no thought to his recent pain, "! hada _ pretty 
passive role In the whole affair." 


"Why?" Adama broke Ine “Why did you pass yourself off as Apollo?" 
"And how did you manage It?" the Captatn asked curfously. 


"Well, from what ! overheard, my Viper got outside the camouflage flelid," Starbuck sald, frowning 
Into the distance. "They know our short-range craft as wel! as we know theirs, and knew | had to 
have a base somewhere near. Al! things considered, I+ had to be the GALACTICA. They set out to 
cepture me alivee The original plan evidently was to torture any Information about the GALACTICA 
and the Fleet out of me, then execute me as messily as possible, broadcasting my death to under- 
mine the morale of any humans who might see It. 
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“Then their leader decided that, because | was a Viper pllot and out alone, 1 had to be Apollo, 
stnce about all they seem to know about him Is that he's the GALACTICA's strike-force leader and a 
Viper pt lot — and your son, Commander. He'd have the Influence to get out alone. | Just didn't 
deny It -- not that I+ would have done me any good, anyway. And ! figured It was even money 
they'd boast about the capture of ‘Captain Apollo* and maybe gIve away some Indication of thelr 
plans." 


Respect showed tn Adama's eyes. "Very astute, Lieutenant." Starbuck shrugged. “How's your leg?" 
"Oh, It's fine, sir, healed with no problems. But the doctor won't let me up." 


"And well he shouldn't!" Casslopela sald firmly, glaring at her patient. Athena shot her a sur- 
prised look. "Commander, he was grumbling so much that | asked the doctor why Starbuck couldn't 
go back on dutye When the Cylons blasted hIs Viper to stun hin, they did minor damage to his 
spinal cord. Since I+ took so long to get him under the healtng ray, It's gotng to take some bed 
rest to complete the healing process." 


Apollo was again assalled by gulit for letting Starbuck go out alone. To cover It, he glared 
flercely at his prone friend and barked, "Don't ever let me catch you Impersonating me agalni® 


"Oh, Lords! Who'd want to be you?® 


Starbuck's reaction was so spontaneous and sincere that Athena burst out laughing. Adama chuckled 
at the look on his son's face, then sobered and stared hard at his young subordinate. “How do you 
feel?" he asked softly. 


Starbuck understood the underlying question -- what were his psychological reactions to his recent 
adventure? "I'm finel™ he protested. 


Adama mock-glared at him. "!'m sure the doctor will tell me when you're fit for duty again," he 
seld sternly, nodding to all present as he prepared to leavee "Good day, Lleutenant.* 


As he walked down the corridor, he had further reason to laugh, and laugh he did. For, floating 
clearly In the quiet alr of Life Centre, came Starbuck's plainly atsgusted comment on his current 


restrictions. oD 
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"Oh, felgercarb! Him, too!® 





TIY*S LOG 


Colonei Lyra told me she wanted me to teil my I! fe story to the computer.  ! don't understand why 
she told me to do this. [| thought only Warrlors were supposed to tell the computer thelr life 
storles. I'm not a Warrior. I'm not smart enough to be a Warrlor. But | do know one thing. | 


don't argue with the Colonel. And ! won't argue with the Colonel. If you want to argue with the 
Colonel, you can, but | won't. 


My name is Tlye | am twenty-five yahrens old. 1! was born on Leo. My father was a gardener. He 
itked to grow flowers, and his flowers were so beautiful. |! really don't remember my mother very 
muche She died when the Cylons bombed our housee 1! was hurt when the wal! of our house fel! on 


mee After that, | didn't think as good. ! had lots of trouble learning things In school. 


When | was ten yahrens old, my father dled. 1 went to I've with Grandmother. She was famous. 
She made dresses for ail the rich ladies of Thebes. Grandmother let me help here She'd let me 
take out the basting threads sometimes. | could always find her scissors when she lost them. 


When Grandmother's eyes were tired, | would thread her needles for her. 


The Job | ITked best was putting Grandmother's sewIng case In order. 1 Itke It best when things 
are In ordere Untangling the coloured threads took the longest, so | always saved that job untt! 
laste When | was finished stralghtening her sewing case, everything looked so nice. So neat. 
Grandmother always gave me a hug and a kiss when she saw what | did. 


Stress Phila asked Grandmother to make her a special ball gown. There was supposed to be a big 
ball In Thebes after the Peace Treaty was signed with the Cylonse Grandmother took me with her to 
Stress Phila's housee The Sfress used to tell me storles about when she was a Warrlor and when 
she flew all kinds of fighters agalnst the Cylons. 


It was more fun to Ifsten to Stress Phila'’s storfes when Grandmother wasn't arounde Grandmother 
didn't like me to hear stories about the Cylons. She sald they gave me nightmares and made me 
remember when | was hurt. Stress Phila's storles never gave me nightmares, and | think they made 
Grandmother remember Mother was killed by the Cylons. 


| was In the garden, Sfress Phila's, straltghtentng Grandmother's sewlng case when the Cylons came. 
This time Grandmother was killed.» She didn't dle right away. She was badly hurt, but there was 
no doctor to help here Stress Phila sald she didn't think Grandmother would have Ifved anyway. 
But sttll, Grandmother could be allve right now {tf there had been a doctor. 


Siress Phila sald that we should stay together. She sald she needed someone to help her fly the 
shuttles She never told me where she found the shuttie, and | don't know why she needed me to 
help her fly It. The Sfress was the one who was the Warrftor, not mee She was the one who knew 
what buttons to push to take us out Into space, not me. Besides, ! cried most of the time after 
we left Leo and before we found the OSIRIS. 


| was so busy crying that ! didn't see how sick the SIress was. After we landed, Sfress Phila was 
taken to Life Centre where she died. The doctor sald her heart just stopped. I guess a person 


can dle [If there Is a doctor arounde And a person can die If there Isn't a doctor around. 


Stress Helen Isn't a Warrior. She 1s an old lady who IIves on the OSIRIS. She sald | could stay 


with here | may not be smart, but I'm not dumb. Stress Helen just wanted someone to order 
around, and she doesn't have any servants anymoree ! really didn't want to say yes. I'd ilved 
all my t!fe wlth old people. ! knew If I sald yes, | would still ifve with old people. Because |! 
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didn't have anyplace else to go, | sald yes. 


I*d do small things for Stress Helen. 1 \Istened to her talk and talk and talk. I'd help her 
dress and undress. {! cleaned her cabIn for her. 1! think she Itked that the best. 


Two sectons ago, Siress Helen told me to take a note to Sergeant Galateae She ts Stress Helen's 
daughter. So I went to the Repair Section because the Sergeant was helping to t!x some Vipers. 
When | found her, she was trying to untangle some wires from a broken plece of a Viper. She read 
the note, and then sald some words that my Grandmother did not Ifke me to hear. Sergeant Galatea 
got up and left the room. 


| looked around the Repair Section. | saw several mechanics worktng on pleces of Vipers. It was 
sure nolsy, with all the hammering and talk. 1! didn't want to go back to Stress Helen's cabin. | 
had Just Ifstened for the millitonth time to her story about how she and Sergeant Galatea had 
escaped from Leo. 


| looked at the tangle of wires on the table. They made me remember Grandmother. | wanted to cry 
again, but | didn't. | decided to help the Sergeant Instead. She always talked to me when she 
came to visit her mother. 


The wire was easter to untangle than Grandmother's coloured thread. It's bigger around and Is 
easier to hold on to. I! was aimost finished when | looked up- There was a big man Ina dirty 
uniform watching mee | was scared. He didn't say anythInge He picked up the wire | had put on 
the table. Then he gave me another bali of wire. So 1 guessed It was al! right for me to do what 
| was dolng. 


| was almost done straightening the second ball of wire when Sergeant Galatea came back. She gave 
me a hug and sald she owed me a favour for dolng her work. 


Later Colonel Lyra came to talk to Stress Helen and me. Colonel Lyra asked me If | would Itke to 
work In the Repair Section. The Colonel sald the broken Vipers were taken apart, and the parts 
were used In other Vipers and to make other Vipers. Since the Cylons have chased us from the 
Colonies, the OSIRIS has to re-use everything. 


The Colone! sald ! could be a big help to them If | would work In the Repair Section. She satd 
that Sergeant Jones told her ! dld a good Job untangilng the wires. Sergeant Jones was the man 
who scared mee In some ways, | didn't want to leave S!ress Helene She reminded me of Grandmother 
sometimes. But | don't want to stay with old people the rest of my IIlfe. So | sald yes. 


Now | have a bunk In the Women's Quarters with some of the other mechanics and techs. Grand 
mother's sewing case has a special place In my locker. 1! have a brown unl form to wear, Just IIke 
a Warrtor. i'm around people my own age, and now | have friends my own age. 1! know | will never 
be areal Warrfor. ! can't think that good or that fast. But ! am heiptng the Warrtors fight the 
Cylons when | heip repair the Vipers. That makes me fee! good. 


!*m not so scared of Sergeant Jones anymore. He doesn't say much. He doesn't teil me I'm doling a 
good Job, but he doesn't growl at me, elther. He growls Itke a dagg!t when someone doesn't do a 
good job. 


| have to stop now. Gally, she sald | could call her that, Invited me to go with her to the 
Officers’ Club tonight. Sergeant Jones ts golng to play h!s plpes. 
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LETTER OF COMMENT! 


Following Is one of the only true "letters of comment" PURPLE AND ORANGE? has ever received. We 
want to share It with al! our readers, and especlally with Lee and Sharonee.e 


From Judith Gaskins of Columbus, Indiana: 
| Just wanted to let you know that | really enjoyed THE BATTLE OF MOLUKAI. It 
didn't take long to read -- Just one long eveniInge 1! couldn't get myself to do 


anything but read TBOM. 


My compliments to the authors, Lee Gaul and Sharon Monroee I! thought the battle 
descriptions were very well done. 
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WHY DIO IT HAW! 


H. Ravenwood 





“Why Did It Have to Be...2" 


(By H. Ravenwood) 


When scanners aboard the OSIRIS Indicated the rematns of a once-thriving civilisation on 
a previously uncharted planet, Sentlologist 1/C Tants and Captafn Diana led a survey 
team down for an In-depth exploration. Within a matter of days, they encountered dis~ 
asters ranging from brief disappearances to death, the theft of a tile of great signifi- 
cance, and a huge chamber fliled with a myrlad of rhythmically humming..esnakes. 


The red moons of Byzel -- the "World Where All Things Speak" -- moved Into conjunction, 
an event greeted by a wild chorus of the survivors of the once-powerful races of the 
planet. Tanis, despite a late-night encounter with one of his worst fears, went back to 
work on the Map Room, with Its sculpture of a huge guardian snake and Its tiny model of 
the rulned city. 


Lieutenant Morgan, a telepath, wandered out Into the desert, drawn by a summons [mpos- 
sible to Ignore. He appeared to Diana, though only briefly, to reassure her, then van- 
Ished again; she was convinced he must be dead, but nevertheless, took out a search 
party. 


Sergeant Minerva, only possible witness to the theft of the ali-!mportant tile, was 
pushed over acliff by a villalnous sentlologist. Tants calculated the site watched 
over by the Guardian of the Map Room. Dlfana and her smal! search party followed 
Morgan's trail to a huge and ancient amphitheatre, where his tracks -- and those of a 
vast serpent —- vanished between two plilars. The moons Itmpossibly neared conjunction 
againe It was the night of the summer solsticeee. 


Alone fn the Map Room, Tants was totally absorbed In hts studies. UnbliInking black 


reptiitan eyes watched from a shadowed niche. Then the Ifghts went out. Tanls froze, as 
a raspIng sound echoed from somewhere In the darknesseece 


Part IX 


Tants Ifstened In horror as the rasping sound was repeated. In the utter darkness of the under- 
ground chamber, It was Impossible to locate the direction of the sound. 


Then there was a grunt, a muffled curse —— and sudden I{fght flared In the passage, penetrating the 
Map Room, throwing Tanis's shadow onto the brooding walls. The sentlologist stared. 


Doctor Lupus stood tn the entranceway, an arc IIght tn one hand; he rubbed his scraped elbow with 
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the other, and glared In anger at the sentlologist. 


"Well, well, Tanls, fancy running Into you out here at this late centar," the medic drawled. "And 
after you promised to be a good boy, too." 


Tanis released his breath In rellef; he hadn't realized he'd been holding [ft. His shoulders 
sagged, and he nearly collapsed. The doctor was the last person or thing he'd thought to en- 
counter In the unexpected black-out. "HI, Lupus. What're you dolng out here?" he asked shak! ly. 


"Looking for you, of course. And | found you Just In time, I'd say, from the looks of you." 


Tanfs shrugged off both the comment and his own trembiIng hands. "Did you notice the Ifghts went 
out? Might be the generatorse ee" 


"No, | turned off this sector — flgured It was the only way to get you back to bed, where you be- 
longe" His volce was uncompromising. 


As Tanis stepped slowly out of the shadows Into the I!ght of the curving passageway, he knew 
better than to argue; Lupus's forbidding expression was enough to tel! him the doctor was In no 
mood for ft. He also suspected that he was In no condition to win a war of words, so he gave In 
as gracefully as he could, following the medic back to the dispensary. 


After a time, the raspIng sound that had so disturbed Tan!Is was repeated -- and this time, no Co- 
lonial listener could have mistaken It for any human sound. The prolonged hisss of a bast 
answered the sound. Then the Map Room returned to dark sflence. 
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With so large a group of willing "volunteers," It didn't take Talos long to oversee the off- 
loading of the supply shuttle. Then a swift on-loading of materlals Tanls wished to preserve from 
the Byzelifan site, and the smal! craft was winging skyward againe The excavation team was at 
optimum size, with just over two hundred clvilfians and Warrlors; any additional personne! would 
Just get In the way, so no others would be landed unless circumstances changed or some serlous 
problem came up. 


With the shuttlecraft away, and the supplies safely stowed In locked shelters, the work party 
quickly vanished, both to avold any call from Tanis, and to hide from the eerle yowl!ng that stIi! 
echoed from the hills around them, though the moons and other planets of the system were already 
moving out of thelr close formation. Talos found himself alone In the open. 


Captaln Talos was frightened by very few things. He elected to take a quick tour of the Immedlate 
guardposts before retiring for the night. The arc Ifghts strung around the camp made It easy for 
him to pick hfs way across the uneven terrain of the Byzelllan city. 


Green Squadron's commander was by nature a night person, so his short walk lasted longer than he'd 
planned. He enjoyed the soft, dry breeze, and the cooler temperature of night -- although stIl! 
quite warm -- was a welcome relief from the day's swelter!Ing heat. Even the alfen sounds of the 
planet were becoming famlitar. 


Before he was consciously aware of It, his feet took him, tn a roundabout fashion, to the farthest 
corner of the site. He glanced up at the watch tower, where one of his pllots should be on duty. 
"Hello, Minerval" he called. He prided himself on know!ng what hIs people were up to. He also 
suspected that the young Sergeant had a crush on him, and treated her carefully. 


84 


= 
E 
rE. 
E - 
L 
er, 
E 


oie 


I 


~TmUCUTTRTY 





A figure leaned over the edge of the platform, peering down at him, and he could hear someone else 
whispertnge "Who Is tt?" 


"This Is your Captain speaking. Isn't Minerva up there?" 


"Sorry, Captain,” Hadar apologised. "We relleved her centars ago. She should be home and In bed 
by now. Just me and Dolon In this corner of the world. Anything Important?" 


Talos frowned. "I! se@ee. Did you tnform her she was to check In with me when she returned to 
base, or has she managed to forget this on her own?" 


Talos heard confused mutters before Hadar responded. "We told her, Captain. In fact, she 
mentioned that she had to check In before grabbing a late meal." 


That was enlightening. He had been rather busy the last few centars, and [twas possible the 
young woman, in searching for him, had simply decided food was more Important than a few centons 
one way or the other. Now that he was out wandering around, she'd never find hime Well, 
hopefully, she had sense enough to check In with the night watch, anyway. 


A distant, mechanized sound drew hfs attention. "What's that?" he called up to Sergeant Hadar, 
who had turned away to stare across the distant dunes. 


"Landram!" Hadar called back. "Looks Ifke Captain Diana's back!" 


Talos waited Impatiently, watching the vehicle's approaching head-Ifghts as the transport bounced 
and Joited across the rough ground. The ram jerked to a halt at the base of the tower, and the 
small crew of occupants swarmed out. He recognized Diana Immediately and crossed the ramp to Joln 
her. 


Her set expression, and Morgan's continued absence, told himof her mission's falluree "No 
trace?" 


She shook her head. "We followed him up to some huge stone monument, not natural, an artifictal 
amphitheatre -- Tanis'!| love It -- but we lost the trali. No Idea where he might have gone from 
there, {f he's still allve." She wasn't happy, and, for once, didn't hide It well. 


"What do we tell Commander Christopher? We'll have to Include Morgan's disappearance -- we can 
scarcely hide It from hIm, after all." 


"I"ve no idea," she replied tautly. "Normal procedure, | guess. ‘Missing’ -~- but at least we've 
got a grace period before IIsting him as ‘presumed dead-' | won't glve up on him unttl I've seen 
hts dead body, or until the day we leave, [f he hasn't returned by then." He can't be dead! 


The man nodded, but wisely kept silent as they returned to the landram. It would be a quicker 
means of transportation back to base than foot power. 


"Anything happen here?" Diana remembered to ask. Although Talos was her equal In rank, she was 
missfon commander for the Byzel Expedition; he was only caretaker In her absence. She knew she 
ought to keep Informed on what went on In her absence. 


"The supply shuttle landed, and {s already unloaded, much to our TantIs's chagrin -~ seems he had 
some new site he wanted to start work on tonight, after dark. ! belfleve friend Lupus has already 
Interfered and squelched that little plan, which will no doubt put everybody's favourite sentlolo-~ 
gist In a wonderful mood come morning -- which ts In a very few centars, Incidentally. Planning 
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on getting any sleep, Diana? You might want to sleep In -- we don't have to report to Christopher 
until almost mid-day..." 


"No, |'Il be up at my usual centar," she InsIsted, shaking her head and dismissing the Idea with a 
wave of one slim hand. "I've got a lot of people to worry about, and TanIs to keep In check, and 
1 don't want any more '!ncidents' with people wandering off. | may have to make staying put an 
order." 


Her companton chuckled at her half-hearted attempt at humour. "If you say so. Care to take bets 
on how soon Tanis breaks orders to run out and Investigate whatever !t was you found tn the 
desert?" 


She smiled wearilye "You and Pandora can take care of the betting around here. Especially 
Pandora — she's got the mind for It. Me? ! Just want some sleep.” 


Her wearftness was Intens!fled by grow!ng depression. She was beginning to wonder If Byzel were 
worth elther the time or the pricee One man already dead, one missing, several serlous Injurles, 
numerous phoblas surfacing everywhere, the recalcitrant Tanls to deal with, other personnel to 
pacify and/or bully Into ifne.e. She sank {nto her own dismal thoughts 


When they reached the base camp, Talos quietly put her to bed. She Slept alone, but no amount of 
company could have driven away the demons that haunted her nightmares. If Morgan played a promi- 
nent role In those dreams, so did visions of huge serpents with motives she couldn't understand. 


But, In al! her horrible dreams, why did her wingman not come to her ald? 


att 


A tall, golden-halred man walked the midnight desert, his green eyes filled with wonder. No words 
were spoken; he learned In sI lence from the glant creature at his side. 


How right they were, those long-forgotten ancients, when they called this place "the world where 
all things speake" Even dreamsece 
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"So Minerva didn't check In at all last night?" Captatn Talos demanded wrathfully of the hapless 
Security man at the personnel post. 


The hot, red, bloated sun of Byzel had already wi ited Liteutenant Dymos, and what |!ttle composure 
he had left rapidly melted away Into the sand. The Captain's outrage was not something to be 
taken lightly. 


"No, sir," Dymos managed to reply. "Her name Isn't anywhere on the roster. As she was out all 
afternoon, | Just assumed she didn't know about the new procedure, or forgot, so | wasn't overly 
concerned when she falled to show up..." 


"You weren't concerned?! Of all the ImbecIiIcee. You couldn't even do a simple bedcheck? No, of 
course not ~~ you'd've had to leave your post. If orders were always meant to be obeyed, the 
military would've been ruled and regulated out of existence yahrens ago," Talos fumed. 


Sergeant Minerva's bunk was sttll made up, hadn't been slept Ine No one had seen her last night 


or this mornings She had disappeared, In much the same manner -- Talos almost shuddered -- as 
Morgan, without a trace, at some susceptible time — and had been unmIssed for centers. 
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He saw Lieutenants Gregory and Gideon, passing near the command post, obviously on thelr way to 
the mess hall. They'!! do, he thought. GIdeon was a by-the-book Warrlor. Gregory was much less 
millitary-minded, but was equally dependable, with less arrogance and more Initlative. 
"Lleutenants!" he barked. 


Both men came to attention In surprise, trading only the merest of sfdeways glances before 
responding rigidly to the Captain's calle "Yes, sir?" they Inquired tn untson. 


"Have you had breakfast?" 
"No, sir," Gideon replied, puzzled. Gregory merely stared. 


"Good. It seems sweet Ifttle Sergeant Minerva falled to check tn last night when she returned 
from Watchpotnt Thirteen. Nor did she return to her bunk. She has not been seen In the mess hal! 
or about the commons. 


"You will accompany Kaltan and Ryan to Watchpolnt Thirteen. Then, with Hadar and Dolon, you will 
comb every millimetre of her usual route back here. If nothing shows up, you will check every 
millimetre of every possible detour she may have made. Then report back to me. If you find 
nothing, | want to know It within the centar. If you find anything -—- such as footprints, bodies, 
blood, weapons, traces of a struggle or of some act of Incredible stupIdity on her part -- | want 
to know It even sooner. Understood?" 


"Yes, sIri" they chorused. 
"Goi" 


Gideon had appeared merely concerned when he heard Minerva was missing -- a polite, expected 
reactione Gregory had been shocked at first, then angry at the thought of violence to a fellow 
Warrlor, especially a young and pretty one. Both men retreated rapidly at Talos's dismissal. He 
turned, to find himself face to face with Dlana. 


"| heard about Minerva," she sald flatly, but he could see the war of rage and fear in her 
shadowed green eyes. She hadn't slept well. "1 don't Ifke It, Talos. 1! don't Itke see!ng things 
like this happen to people I'm responsible for. 1! don't want them disappearing IIke thise" Her 
voice rose slightly at the end of her words, as If the sImple command, volced for the planet to 
hear, would bring obedience. 


With a deep breath, she brought herself back under control. "I don't want to have to set up a 
defence perimeter on a dead planet, agalnst enemies we don't even know exist! Talos, what's 
happening on this planet?" 


Her final cry was almost, but not quite, beseechiIng. Somehow, he suspected this was as near as 
she'd ever come to admitting the situation could ever pass beyond her ability to control. She'd 
never admit anything moree She'd probably not even belleve {tt If he told her so; her pride would 
refuse It. 


But she must be very shaken to talk like this at all. What could he say? 
"I'm sure our eager Lieutenants will find something," he told her. "People don't Just dlsappear 
without a trace." She looked skeptical. Wrong tacke "They're good men, they know thelr Jobs. 


We'll find out what's happening here; and whatever It Is, we'll deal with [t. Let's find Tanls. 
We'll need his Information for your report." 
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Diana controlled herself with an Inner struggle, but with no visIble outward stralne She nodded 
coolly. They had a Job to do. 
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Freya stared across the dreary, featureless landscape; the almost flat terraln was all that was 
left of several acres of citys A sIngle stone chimney protruding from the sand-filled gorge was 
the only stgn of the presence of the rulns. 


"Oh, Lords," she groaned In real despair. "It'll take days Just to make a dent In It. Why In 
Hades does he always have to pick the worst possible places In all creation for hIs great 
discoverles?" 


The grey~and-white bast perched on her shoulder filcked his tall across her face as he meorrowwwed 
In feline sympathy. The language of the human male walking beside her was considerably more 
graphic on the question of what Tan!s should do with his planet-sized sand pI le. 


Freya coughed to hide her Involuntary laughter; she didn't want to glve Menkar any encouragement. 
Her mirth dled as they trudged over the sand-swirled ground with the rest of Tanfs's excavation 
crewe In Byzel's artd climate, this would be a sweaty, grimy, miserable Job. 


In a few moments, they had reached Wilson, who was staring disconsolately at a scrap of paper In 
hts hands as he leaned agalnst the upthrust chImney's weathered stonee On the paper was TanIs's 
poorly drawn reproduction of his own survey platte of the few acres of ground on which they stood. 
The Sergeant was obviously having great difficulty decIphering the scrawling, scribbled script. 


Freya glanced over his shoulder. "Would !t help If | added an arrow and a ‘you are here'?" she 
‘inquired with polsonous sweetness. 


Wiison sighed, sparing her only the brletest of glances. "It might at that. 1! can't make any of 
this out!" 


"Let me see," a caim voice Inter jected as a large tanned hand snatched the map from WI! Ison. Sept 
studied it briefly, rafstng his eyes occastonally to glance at the sandy landscape surrounding 
theme "Hmmm." 


"You can't figure It out efther, right?° Freya groaned. Tan!ls and Sept might be the best of 
friends, but surely not even friendship could make sense of the random squiggles and odd IInes 
posing as a map. 


"Of course, I! can," Sept replied thoughtfully. Carefully allgning himself with the chimney and a 
compass, he took a dozen long steps directly to the east, then again studied both map and terrain, 


noting a gently sloping ridge, a small drift, other heaps of rubble jutting upward through the 
sand~fiiled plaza. 


He pointed back at the chimney. "BegIn digging there; clear away the sand around It for several 
metres « Then trace a trench due east. We'll! dig down until! we reach the dome Indicated tn the 
model in the Map Roome Then we'll gradually widen and deepen the trench, uncovering the entire 
structuree That'!! take at least a day or two..." 


He double-checked his mental calculations and his Interpretation of the map, then nodded emphati- 
cally. "Yes, that's Itt. That's what TanIs wants done here. Now, | suggest we all get started, 
unless there are questions... Yes, Freya, what ts 1+?" 
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Her IndIignation showed. “And just what !s our lord and master goltng to be dotng while we're stuck 
out here In the hot sun, digging ditches?" she demanded bel ligerently. 


"Captain Diana's brought back news of some massive structure out tn the desert, far beyond the 
lImits of the city as we've defined them. Tants has gone to Investigate. He'!l! be back as soon 
as he can," Sept replied patiently. He'd worked with Freya before, and was capable of enduring 
even her tirades. 


"What kind of structure?" one of the others Inquired. 


"I'm not really sure," the senlor sentlologist answered, "but apparently, It's on a quite large 
scale, and tn a rather Inaccessible regione That alone piqued Tants's curlosity, so he had to 
make at least a cursory examination of It before coming out here." 


"Must be spectacular, for him to leave this," Freya muttered sarcastically, Indicating the vast 
expanse of near-featureless sand. "Last night, we couldn't have dragged him away from this If 
we'd tried. Fortunately, in the I!ght of day, he's more sane. He runs away —- and leaves us with 
the dirty work." 


Sept tried to hide his amusement; one could always count on Freya to gripe the loudest -- and to 
work the hardest, too. "Right. So let's get to It. The sooner we start, the sooner we'l! 
finisheee" As he spoke, he energetically pulled off his shirt, shouldered a shovel, and selected 
a stiff-bristied dromen-hair brushe Tools of his trade In hand, he marched back to the chimney, 
dropped to his knees, and began to digs Despite a few grumbles and some out-and-out complaints, 
In @ few centons the rest of his crew was followlng his example. 


It was fortunate for one of the younger techs that Freya didn't hear his whispered comment to a 
friend. "Too bad we can't harness the ‘lady’ Warrlor's mouth -- the wind power alone would make 
shovels cbsolete!" 


But she didn't hear him — so he survived with his body Intact. 


t+tneet& & 


Hts chin Itchede Tanls ralsed a hand to absently scratch the annoying, not-quIte-healed wound. 
That smug medic was right, of course — [t+ was scarring. But that was Immaterial to the senttolo- 
gist; he was In his element on this ancient, crumbling world. 


His chosen task for the day was to Investigate Captain Diana's find of the evening before, the 
vast amphitheatre In the desert. It meant leaving Sept to run the new excavation, nicknamed Srolt 
by several of the younger techs, for no reason Tan!s could discern -- Inside Joke, probably. But 
he wasn't overly concernede Sept was dependable, and one of his closest friends on the Byzel Ex- 
pedition; he could handle Srolt -- and the youngsters. 


Tants glanced at his assembled work crew, who were eagerly loading the landram with equipment for 
the study of the massive, dIistant monument In the desert. He was tak!ng Daphne rather than Ashur 
— Captain Hannibal had commented on the unusual shadows that might be rellef work on the tall 
stone pillars, and he wanted better copies of them than he could make himself -- he was a sentlol- 
ogist, after all, not a damned artist! Besltdes, Daphne could draw, and Ashur was busy with the 
numerous hleroglyphics they'd found throughout the city. 


Selina, of Planet Survey, was Tanis's concession to KhetI's suggestion that one of his people 
accompany the Investigating party. The sentlologist wasn't particularly fond of the girl, but she 
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did know her planetology, and might be able to tell them something about the matertals used In 
building the structure. Hylas's area of expertise was architecture, which should also come In 
handye The only reason Tants permitted Corporal Janus to accompany them was that he needed 
someone to drive the landram. 


He looked away agaline It was golng to be another hot, dry, cloudless day. Galus, the meteorolo- 
gist, and Tefnut, his asststant, concurred that the alr fronts would remaln stationary for at 
least the next day and a half — more than enough time to check out the amphitheatre -- although 
the weather should change dramatically after that. Both weather experts were worrled about some 
disturbance out to the west. 


So was he, nowe Another storm like the first one could wreck all thelr work, take days to clean 
up, and set them back at least a secton. 


Movement In the camp caught his eye. Diana, her flaming hair unmistakable, was striding purpose- 
fully in his direction, a number of personnel tralling along behind. He could sense her anger. 
What In Hades did the woman want this time? 


"Hurry up," he growled at his work party, speaking under his breath so the sound wouldn't carry 
past the landram. As Diana came closer, he discarded his brief, forlorn hope that she was really 
going somewhere else. 


She halted a dozen metres from the landram, and, arms crossed, studled every man and woman 
present. They watched uncomfortably, exchanging furtive glances. Then she turned to Tants. 


"Where are you golng?" she demanded. 


"We're checking out your amphitheatre, If It's really any of your busIness," he replied. "I seem 
to recall being placed In charge of the archaeological aspects of this expedition..." 


"That was before people began disappearing." 
"Peoplee..?2" Plural? "Someone else Is gone?" 
She nodded curtly. "Sergeant Minerva, of Green Squadron." 


"Oh, one of yours. I'm sorry about that, but what's It got to do with how | spend my day?" he 
asked more patiently. 


She frowned, as If her reasons should be obvious to even the most dim-witted tndividual. "There 
have been changes In security procedures. For the duration of thIis expedition, no one leaves the 
city perimeter without Warrlor escort. No one works alone, and dally reports are to be given to 
either Captain Talos or myself. 1! have not been Informed of your destination, or of how long you 
plan to be gone, and neither has Talos. You have Insufficient escort..." 


Tanis had tried to be patient; now, he Interrupted, still making a vallant attempt to be reason- 
able. "Look, I'm sure 1! have enough personnel to Insure that no one will work alone. It's 
daylight, for Sagan's sake, not the middle of the night, and we'll! be In the open, where nothing 
can take us by surprise. 1! don't need a group of useless bodies to get In the way, standIng over 
us I!ke we were some sort of helpless...” 


"You'l! take an adequate escort, or you won't go at ail," she ordered grimly. "If you continue to 


flaunt regulations, you'l! be sent back to the OSIRIS, and someone else will be placed In charge 
down here. I'm not going to stand for any more of this behaviour from you or anyone else. Is 
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that clear?" 


His Jaw twitched furlously, and he clenched his hands tightly In outrage. "! hear you, Captain! 
And | do hereby protest th!s continued Intruston In my workeee® 


"Protest acknowledged. Is my order clear?" she repeated, the green fire In her eyes dartng him to 
give a negative response. 


For a moment, Tanls feared he would lose control of his temper completely. "Clear!" he snapped. 
"If you must send an ‘escort’ with us, at least give me someone useful!" He would save his 
protests for Talos, and !f that proved frultiess, for Commander Christopher himself. There was 
certainly no talking to this arrogant woman! 


"Goode" She gestured several Warrlors forward. "As | see Corporal Janus fs already with you, | 
am assigning Lieutenant Quetzal and Sergeants Skyler and Callisto to complete your party; they, at 
least, should have sense enough to check In at regular Intervals. We expect you back before 
darke" She turned on her heel and stalked away. 


TaniIs growled something at her retreating back, then snarled at his hapless “escortse" "Don't 
Just stand there I!ke broken lumps of stone; get on board!" He strode toward the landram In out- 
raged fury; his crew stepped aside for him, then boarded the small vehicle behind him. 


"I1'|1 man the laser on top," Quetzal quickly decilded. "You two can ride Inside." He clambered 
nimbly to the landram's roof. 


"Thanks a heap!" Skyler glanced morosely at his fellow pilot. "You know, Callle, we are not 
golIng to itke this Job." 


+ % & & 


"Not even footprints," Dolon grumbled, discouraged. They'd been searching for Minerva for over a 
centar, and had found no trace of her. 


"Considering the wind, and the number of people constantly around the site, that's not too 
surprising,” Gldeon commented coolly. “Her path was probably obliterated some time ago." Minerva 
was barely an acqualntance, and he regarded her as of no Importance to hImor to his future. 
"We've traced the route between WatchpoInt Thirteen and the camp several times already, quite 
thoroughly, and seen nothing. I! suggest we check In with Captain Talos; he'!! want to know." 


"Let's look a little longer," Gregory sald. 


"Why?" Gideon demanded. "We still haven't had any breakfast, and Hadar and Dolon have been up al! 
night as {[t Is." 


"14 we go back without anything, we'll never get breakfast or sieep -——- Talos will skin us allvel*® 
Gregory retorted. "And that’s nothing compared to what Captain Diana will do -- or didn't you see 


her watching us when we left?" 


Gideon muttered something under his breath, but gave no audible response. Hadar had something 
more helpful to suggest. "Is It possible she could've taken another path?® 


"Well, we've tried several; that's why it's taken us so long already," Gideon replied fiatly. 


"But what If she got lost? You sald yourself we couldn't trust footprints with everybody running 
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around the city. Maybe she took a left fork Instead of aright, In the darkeee™ 


"And she may have tried to stay out of direct IIight -- those moons are spooky at night," Gregory 
commented thoughtfully. "And when that yowl!ng started up, [+t woke everyone; I+ could've scared 
her, and she might have blundered {nto something..." 


"Minerva scares eas! \ly," Hadar added. 
"You should know,"® Gideon added snidely. 


"Someplace unfamiliar... It wouldn't take much..." Gregory continued thinking out loud. "Just 
around a buliding, maybe, ore..." 


"| still think we should check back with the Captain. We can't comb every centimetre of this city 
ourselves," Gideon InsIistede - 


Hadar and Dolon waited for Gregory's decision. Although he and Gideon were of equal rank, Gregory 
was much better IIked by his fellow Warrfors -—~ Gldeon's pompousness kept many people at a 
distance. 


Gregory studied the terrain for a few centons before responding. There were several dusty 
pathways In sight, evidence of human traffic, weaving past piles of rubble, and meandering among 
small shrubs and scattered patches of dull, sere greenery. 


Not far from where the four searchers stood was the cleft of a deep, rocky chasm, not very broad 
at thelr end, but much wider where I+ bordered the foundation of one of the few Intact bul Idings. 
Worn by erosion, the fissure cont! nued past them In the direction of the Map Room, effectively 
dividing the cIty. 


"That gully...” Gregory murmured to himself. Al! they'd done was mark Its location, and walk 
around It when they had to. But In the darks? 


“A person could stumble Into a pit, I!ke Tanls did," he mused, "or fall Into a gully In the dark, 
if the shadows concealed It... Don't get too close to the edge, but let's see If there's any spot 
where somebody might've tumbled Into that." 


His flash of Intuition was well-founded. The ledge behind the bullding ~- actually, an extensfon 
of the wide-based foundation -—- fell off sharply, and was jess than two metres wide. Protected 
somewhat from vagrant breezes, several smal! footprints were distinctly vistble; they vanished In 
swirls of dust and sand a metre or so farther on, and the I!p of the fissure was disturbed only a 
few metres past that spot. 


Gideon still looked Impatient, but Hadar and Dolon watched Intently as Gregory knelt carefully at 
the edge, peering Into the chasm without leaning too far out. He saw a laser lodged In a small 
niche below hime There'd been a rock slideee. The fissure was deeply shadowed, and appeared to 
curve away from where he knelt. He couldn't see the bottom, couldn't tell {tf a body lay there, 
couldn't detect any motion. 


"“MInerva?" he called, his volce bleak; he didn't really expect any answer. He IIstened -- there 
was no sounde 


"FInd something?" Dolon askede 


Gregory started, not realizing the Ensign was so close to him. "Yeah," he replied.e "There's a 
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laser down there. Call the medics, and you'd better get the Captain, too." 


The tech hurried away, and Gregory began searchIng for a spot where the descent would be less 
steep. 


+t tht & 


Freya Jjerked her hand back with a strangled gasp, and stared tn horrified disgust at the small, 
fuzzy, black-and-silver arachnide Its tiny eyes seemed to glare up at her before {t fled Its 
disturbed web, seeking sanctuary among the roots and dirt the Warrfor had exposede She shuddered. 


Spiders! The place was crawling with them! And where there weren't spiders, there were snakes. 
This was no place for humans, and Freya was beg!nning to look forward to leaving Byzel, despite 
her Itntttal enthuslasm. 


She wiped her sweaty forehead on her sleeve, deciding that she needed a drink. Whata pity they 
had nothing but water. A stiff shot of something strongly alcoholic might make the dirt, the 
heat, the snakes, and even the spiders easter to endure. 


It would be mid-day scon. Doctor Lupus had ordered afternoon rest perlods for everyone but the 
Secur!ty people at the guardposts; the heat and direct sunlight were too dangerous and deb! !Itat 
Ing for extended perlods of physical labour, as several cases of heat exhaustion had quickly 
taught the Colonlals. 


Freya headed for water; El!dor stayed behind, sniffing at the disappearing spider, following some 
trall of his own. The woman was too hot and thirsty to care much, and let the bast go his own 
waye Eltdor was more than capable of takIng care of himself. 


She guiped down a small ration of water, then sat In the shade of a tower for a few moments, 
watching the activity around the growing trench. Much of the morning's energy had dissipated as 
the red blob that was Byze!l's sun climbed higher In the sky; now, everyone was IIstiess, and eager 
only for a breake The men had shed thelr shirts and tunlcs; the women regarded them with some de- 
gree of envy. 


However, the women were suffering from far fewer sunburns than thelr male compatriots. Freya's 
tired grin was somewhat malicious as she contemplated the well-muscled back of one of the newer 
members of the expedition -- lobster-red, and getting worsel She didn't Ifke him, anyway. 


"You look warme" 


Freya looked up at the cheerful speaker, and Alexandra sat down beside her on a well~shaded rock. 
"Not as warm as Thoth," she responded, gesturing at the Sergeant tn question. 


"He turns much redder, and he'!! be a candidate for Doctor Lupus's tender care," Alexandra ob- 
served without much real concern. 


"Isn't that where you're supposed to be?" 

"Not any moree My foot works again, and |'m supposed to walk It back Into shape." She extended 
her leg, exper!mental ly rotating her ankle. "See? All ready to be tackled agaln by another 
clumsy tech.™ 

Freya laughed at the Impish tone In her friend's voice. "So you can grab a trowel with the rest 


of us? Wonderful! Back to the mines, Sergeant!" 
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Alexandra wrinkled her nose. “Not this morning — I've got a note from my doctor! BeslIdes, Talos 
has me deliver!ng messages alli over the site. !'m taking a break right now, very unofficlally." 
She leaned back on the rock, studying the areae "So this ts Srolt, huh? Lovely. Looks IIke a 
trench In the middle of nowhere." 


"Alex, you're altogether too cheerful for thls place.” 
"| get this way sometimes..." 


A small furor distracted them, and the two women were Instantly on thelr feet, hurry!Ing to Jolin 
the smali knot of people collecting at the far end of the trench, east of the tower In whose shade 
they'd been resting. 


Part of Sergeant Menkar's bolsterous reputation derlved from hIs well-known talent for Inventive 
cursinge He was Indulging that propensity freely, swearing at Byzel, Its bastly {fnhabIitants, and 
his own superlors. Freya and Alexandra could quickly see why, and tried to smother thelr 
laughter. Others were more open In thelr expressions of amusement or concern. 


The Security man was almost IIterally swimming In sand, dirt, and broken rock, angrily dlggIng 
himself out of a collapsed section of the trench. Corvus tried to help him, but merely succeeded 
In causing another smal! cascade of debris, which nearly burled him and earned hima grow! from 
the man he was trying to rescue. The trench wasn't really very deep, so nefther man was In any 
real danger, but they made an amusIng sight on an otherwise boring day. 


"My hero," Freya breathed sarcastically, tossing her head In Menkar's direction. 

"Let's help get ‘em out, anyway," Alexandra laughed. 

In the few centons of good-natured brawling It took to haul everyone free of the crumbled area, 
Sept studied the trench critically, and with growIng exasperation. "What happened here, anyway? 


Weren't you bracing this?" 


"Of course, | was," Menkar responded Indignantly, hls mood nevertheless Improving rapidly as a 


pretty young tech hovered protectively over Imagined Injurles. "Then a silly bast tore through 
here — not one of ours, by the way — and slipped out of reach, Into a crevice. 1 grabbed for 


It, and the whole thing sort of collapsed. | think | saw mortared stone before It caved In on me; 
there should be a wall or something right near where we're digging." 


"Hmmm." Sept's gaze took In the pIle of dirt and sand In the shallow trench. "That might be what 
we're looking. for. But why does every discovery on this Lords-forsaken planet have to be found In 


a cave-tn?" 


Alexandra laughed, but Freya grimaced. "Don't forget, | was In one of those cave-Ins!" she re- 
minded her friend. 


"Right, right..." Alexandra forced herself to look serlous for all of five microns, then began 
giggling again. 


"Oh, forget It," Freya'sald In disgust. “Let's get some lunch." She glanced around the site, 
first quickly, then more carefully. “Where's Elfdor?" 
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Tanis was content -- more than content. A plece of unspectacular stone forgotten In one hand, he 
stared across the vast amphitheatre, deep [tn contemplation. A cliff wal! shaded him from the 
direct rays of the early-afternoon sun, and the pIfllar alongside him shtelded him from the view of 
the rest of his party. Unseen, he gazed past the wide, even rows of perfectly fitted rock to the 
crescent of the stage -- or what the Colonials called a stage -- Itself now occupled by a slowly 
creeping shadow. 


The complex, massive, utterly magnificent simplicity of Itee. He felt a strong urge, a deep 
temptation from some hidden recess of the superstitious human psyche; I+ called upon him to fall 
to his knees and worship. Nameless deltiles, alone and forgotten here for countless mlillennta, 
still Ifved tn this place, holding sway over the past and overshadow!ng the present, perhaps to 
exist for all time... 


Could this place have been the temple, the holy place, the sacred site where the native beings of 
Byzel came to honour their gods? For every race and species he'd ever known had revered some 
supernatural entity, or feared the power and Influence of such belngsee. 


Absently, he shifted his gaze, blinking as he ralsed hIs eyes to search the cliff wall. He could 
see figures In that stone, dimly vistble when the shadows were right, barely perceptible to the 
eye unless viewed obliquely, more easily found by fingers skimming rock. They were shapes too 
regular to be nature's handiwork -- unless "nature" was the god, and somehow actively Intelligent 
on this planet... Peculiar thought, he mused. 


He needed a larger perspective. The figures were too big, part of something larger... 


It was too late to do anything about It. Daphne had drawn a handful of Itncomplete !mages before 
sighing and turning to something less difficult. She'd taken holo-pictures, of course, to be 
studied later; but the captured Images always missed many of the more subtle nuances, and these 
carvingSeee 


Even the huge pillars bore carvings, rellef work on the capitals -- high above thelr human reach, 
something no man could touch, at feast for now. There might be a way onto the top of those vast 
arches, possibly from the cliffside, but his work force lacked the equipment and personnel for 
such an endeavour. 


Tanis serfously considered bringing a larger party to the site for a perlod of several days, to 
truly study the place, and hopefully learn what It could tell them. The amphItheatre was a mys- 
tery, one the sentlologist dearly wanted to solvee.. 


"Why Isn't this place marked In the Map Room? Unless It's of a different culture, perhaps an op- 
posing one@eee" 


A Warrlor crossed his Itne of sight, an unwelcome Intruslon Into the mystique of a place out of 
times The unlformed man strode between the plilars and down the ledges of stone, heading for the 
central stage, reminding Tanits that Diana had quite effectively taken over the expedition. He 
couldn't bring anyone out here for any length of time; with typical mliltary paranola, she'd never 
consent to his bringing any group of people so far from her "defence pertmeter" for anything 
likely to fast overnight. He had to accomplish whatever he could today, and see what could be 
arranged for the future. 


Disturbed by his line of thought, the sentlologist turned away from the view, no longer content. 
Beyond the amphitheatre, there was nothing to see but the desert, roll!ng dunes and scrub running 


to meet the wall behind him, back!Ing the anclent arena and Its secrets. It was a place that 
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apparently had never been worrled by floodingee. 
Something moved! 


The motion was hauntingly famillar; It flickered at the edges of hIs viston, then was gone. Tanis 
strained his eyes, peering Into the shimmering haze formed by waves of heat rising from the sand. 
Was he Imagining things again, as he'd convinced himself he'd been doing that first day, just 
before he fell Into the pit with all those... 


No! Something prickled along his sptne, and he shivered. The alarm tn hls head was more than 
just a bad memory. 


He took an unconscious step from the shelter of the amphI theatre -- or was It a temple? That 


alarm again! 


He whirled, searching with a fearful desperation. Something was watching them! He was sure of 
It. There was nothing out of the ordinary that he could detect In the vast open-air arena; 
nothing moved along the arches above the columns; nothing peered down from the clfff wall. So It 
had to come from out there, from the desert... 


Tants wanted very much to know what It was. He was fairly certain he could deal with I+, If only 
he knewee. There were well-armed Warriors withtn shouting distance, but he had no Intention of 
calling them; he wouldn't give that red-halred witch the satisfaction of admitting he needed the 
protection she'd sent along desp!Ite h!s protests. He could handle It, alone... 


Something else gradually stilled his tngralned sense of caution, eased his Instinctive dreadee. 


A few rolling dunes, capped with heat-shtmmering hazeee.e His own dusty clothesee. He knew no one 
looking around casually would notice him. If he were missed, someone would demand explanations, 
but he'd already made it perfectly clear to the military types that he preferred to work alone, 
undisturbed; his own people knew to respect his Intense need for privacy, to allow his mind to 
follow Its Instincts and Intultions unhindered; as he studied an alten place -- this alien place 
— he unrolled his own understandings... 


He shouldn't be missed during the short tIme he'd be goneee. 
Quietly, furtively, Tanis silpped away from the amphitheatre. Alone. 


In moments, he was In the midst of an empty, dull-coloured world. The sand was loose, blowing tn 
a light breeze that did nothing to cool the air; his feet sank tn with every step. The wind was 
minimally cooling, but hot sand seared through his boots, and the red sun glared down on his 
floppy-brimmed hat, itself a souvenir of some long-ago exped! tion. 


The hat shaded his eyes, but perspiration ran tn rivulets down his forehead and neck beneath It, 
following well-travelled paths through dirt and sodden haire He grunted as he wiped away some of 
the motsture, wondering what In sanity's name he was dolng out here where nothing moved; he should 
retreat back to the shadows of the paste. 


There was nothing but sande "Morgan came to this place," he whispered to himself. "Why? What 


happened to him here?" Did he discover what's been watching us? 


The sand seemed to whisper as he walked, passing along the word that an Intruder wandered there. 
He I!stened to that soft sound, a shIimmertng sound that was felt rather than heardee. 
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"There's nothing here. | should go back..." 
Come. es 


The sentiologist gasped In surprise, staring about him with wide eyes and open mouth. There was 
nothing to seee He'd heard nothiInge He should go back, before It was too late, before he lost 
himself In this deadly hot wilderness. 


A man could get lost here so easily, listening to the volceSece 


"| need a drinkeee" He reallzed he had no canteen with hime Stupid, to go without one... 


Had Morgan taken one? Or did he walk away without food.or water, Just as he'd walked away without 
a weapon? And why was the Warrfor suddenly so prominent In his thoughts? 


Am | hallucinating? 


But he knew he wasn't. There was something out there -- not Morgan, but somethings And he was no 
longer sure he wanted to know what It was. 


Tanis's steps were slow and tentative, no longer the confident strides that had carrfed him from 
the temple — and he was quite sure It was a temple. He wanted to go back to It. 


He turned -—- 180 degrees, he thought -- to face the tral! he'd made across the sand. But there 
was no trail. The gentle breeze had obliterated hIs footprints, leaving no mark tn the shifting, 
whispering sande Why In Hades hadn't he thought to bring a compass? Even a novice knew better! 
Now, he wasn't even sure If he was gotng In the rfght direction! 


After several centons of struggling over rough terrain, he was positive he'd gone the wrong way. 
The sand sucked at his boots, and the hot wind kept shifting as he moved from open dune to 
shielded valley, directed by the rippling flow of sand. 


"Damn!" He stopped, try!ng to get his bearings. "I! didn't go that far! I should at least be 
able to see the cliffs from here." But everything looked so different, so unfamlltar, so damned 
alten! 


He was disorlented, that's all, he told himself, hldiIng from the fearful possibility that he'd 
been walking longer than he remembered, that he'd gone farther !tnto the desert than he real fzed. 
After all, how could he have gone farther, unless he'd been hallucinating, unless he'd somehow 
lost all track of time. 


Perhaps the sand -~ the lurtng volces In the wind -- had somehow hypnotized him; and he'd walked 
blindly, without seeing, or heartng, or knowing — unt!I! something else had disturbed him... 


He took a deep breath through suddenly dry lips, and nearly choked; his throat was parched, and he 
coughed raspIngly for a moment. Maybe |'ve been walking.»..but what time Is It? He could still 


flgure time and direction from the sun. 

Shading his eyes, he looked up- HIs eyes watered, and he flinched at that first glimpse of the 
brililant star that seemed to stare solemnly at his small human flgure, alone In the arid 
vastnesse He squinted, trying to remember exactly when he'd left the templece. 

There was a shadow behind him. When he turned to look at the sudden apparItion, his eyes widened 


again, and he gasped In horror. He tried to turn, to fiee his worst nightmare, now suddenly there 
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In briiltantly coloured reality, but his legs seemed to have become rubber, and his knees buckled. 
He fell to the sand, still staring, hls hands tutilely seeking a weapon, or a hiding place, In 
the sand. 


The memory of his whip was completely gone from his minds both It and hfs hat lay forgotten on the 
berren ground. He wanted a rock, or a stick -- whatever anclent man had used against this dread 
peril, this worst Image of evil tn al! human mythologyeee 


Something unspeakably magnificent reared above the Insignificant, scrabbitng, worshipping 
sentlologist. Its scales were nearly as large as aman's hand; they were spread over the great 
length of the body In strikIngly beautiful patterns of colour and shape -- ebony black, a clear 
and starless night; stlver, a flash of bright moonlight; shades of rust, highly polfshed coppery 
treasuree Each glowing scale was a Jewel, a priceless GeMeece 


The bottomless, alluring vold of the eyes fixed on the human, empty of threat or promise or hope, 
containing no emotion a mere man might understand. The eyes simply stared, holding thelr captive 
with a strange and Inescapable power. The serpentine body towered over him, stretching beyond the 
limits of his sight; he would have seen I+ disappear Into the sand, If he could have torn his 
fascinated gaze from the eyes. 


A long forked tongue, red as a flicker of flame, emerged from Its mouth, darting back In some 
small fraction of a micron. Tanls tried to scream, but the sound was only awhImper, the last 
remnant of courage. 


Com@ ees 





That strange whisper, the summons no human had the strength to denyeee The desert predator, and 
he was Its preys. 


The huge wedge-shaped head swayed closer, the tongue suddenly darted Into sight agatn, and TanIs 
glimpsed sparki!ng fangs as the allen red thing touched him tn a strange and horrifytngly Intimate 
caress, then withdrew, tasting his sweat. 


He wanted to scream again, and found he could not. But he could sob, a lost, broken sound tn the 
empty silence. 


Morgan, | understandeece 


The thing leaned closer again. a ae bu ees “ee 
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FROM DEEP SPACE .e. 


Back to the back of the Issue this time, with a number of short messages to share with our 
readerse Your loyalty and dedication to PURPLE AND ORANGE? over the years have been truly amaz— 
Ing, and we hope we will never disappoint you. 


A word now about future readers’ surveyse We had planned to begin another Immediately after 
printing the results of the first one In Issue #15, but stti! haven't completed the new question- 
nairee Never fear, though — It's coming! And we're hoping for an even greater response this 
second time. 


Most of what remains of this space Is going to be devoted to comments about some of the contribu- 
tors to this Issuee First of all, we want our readers to be aware of the surprise addition to our 
proofreading staff. At Windycon In October of 1983, Melissa Keck came up to our table and, quite 
unexpectedly, volunteered her services. We cannot find words adequate to express our grat!itude. 
If there's one thing a good publication never has enough of (aside from artists, that ts), It's 
good proofreaderse We try to keep our errors to an absolute minimum; with the help of hard- 
working people like Mellssa — and, of course, Sharon Monroe, David Morgan, and BIII Roper (JeRe 
Holmes has a special project goIng, so he didn't proofread this time) -- we are able to do So. 


Karen River should need no Introduction to Midwestern fans, although her Incredibly skillful work 
may not be as well known In other parts of the country. We were delighted (and almost stunned!) 
when she agreed to do some work for PURPLE AND ORANGE? ~- and even more surprised to discover she 


lfves In Chicago, not too far from our old home. Welcome, Karen -- we are !tndeed proud to feature 
your worke 


Among our artists, that leaves only Curt Lawhorn, who, unfortunately, neglected to sign his 
tilustration for TIY'S LOG. Curt Is an elghth-grade student at the school where Tly's creator, 
Judith Gaskins, teaches {n Columbus, Indlanae While his work may not be of the same callbre as 
Iilustrations done by professionals IIke Frank Ltitz and near-professlonais i!ke Karen River and 
Joan Hanke-Woods, I+ does show a tremendous amount of promise. We hope Curt wil! continue to draw 
and to study art -- and continue to submit to us, as well. 


And then there Is Judith herself. She wanted to do something different, to show an aspect of life 
In the GALACTICA universe that, to our knowledge, no one else has ever attempted before. In her 
own words: 


| wrote this story In partial answer to a question |'ve frequently asked my- 
self. What place do those people who are not mentally or physically agile 
have In the BG, ST, or SW unlverse? 

By the dellberate use of simpie sentences, repetition, and bad grammar, | 
tried to give the Impression of a brain-damaged adult who wants to be and can 
be a productive crew member of the OSIRIS. 


We think Judith has succeeded admirably tn her efforts, and we hope to read a lot more about Tly 
In Issues to come. 


Oh, by the way, while we're handing out specital praltse — the strange brown and/or white hairs 
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some of you may find In copfes of your fanzines belong to our "Lunatic In Residence." Those of 
you who have already met Bridget know how true her title Is. For those of you who have not yet 
had that (somewhat dublous) privilege, well, you'll just have to take our word for [te But she, 
too, worked on this Issue of PURPLE AND ORANGE? — putting her head In the typ{st's lap while she 
typed; kibbitzing constantly as we edited; hovering (and shedding) during the always-excIting col- 
lating process. So, thanks to you, too, Your F lakinessee. 


And all the rest who worked so hard to make PURPLE AND ORANGE? #16 possible: Linda Ruth Pfonner, 
whose marvellous fellne creation once again stalks our pages (and whose name our readers wil! 
encounter often In the future)... Karen Kifnck, Linda's roommate, anda talent tn her own 
rightee. Marcta Brin, whose truly professional writing no longer needs any Introductiones. Joan 
Hanke-Woods, often nomtnated for that Hugo that still eludes her, but that she so richly deserves, 
who took time out from her hectic martial arts schedule, Just for uSee.e Frank LIIltz, who sent his 
magnificent [!lustrations to us early (fn November!), because he and Barbara were heading to sunny 
Callforntaees Gennie Summers and Mei White, who both did so much and did It so welleee Karen 
Paull, who helped out after the last minute... 


And Sharon Monroe, Just becauseee.e (And her husband, Larry -- for putting up with both of us!) 


And one more — a specltal acknowledgement to a very special man, whose name appears In PURPLE AND 
ORANGE?, yet who does not write, Illustrate, type, or proofread. But Frank Prohaska has, for a 
long time, now, made a lot of what appears on our pages possIblee This time? He bought himself a 
KAYPRO 11 computer and, the day he picked [t+ up, brought It to us (only on loan, unfortunately!).- 
His computer -has no name as yet, but It has proven to be an Incredibly hard-working, easy-to-use, 
and versatile plece of equipment -- and It has made al! the work on this !ssue much, fuch easter 
(to say nothing of one Hades of a lot faster!). So, thank you, Frank, over and over again; that's 
yet another one we owe you. | 


So much for past and present. In the futureee. 


Our next publication will be the long-awalted MURMURS, a novel by a lady known only as Honore 
Bryte; we have agreed to preserve her anonymity for her own protection. Starbuck, Apollo, Sheba, 
Iblfs, and many others people this fine tale, and we know our readers wlll enjoy It. To say any 
more would give too much awayeee 


MURMURS wii! be published In May of 1984, In time for MediaWest*Con 4 Itwill be followed In 
another three months by PURPLE AND ORANGE? #17, which will contaln (among many other things) Part 
1V of "The Ultimate Victor" (which will conclude In #18) and Part X of the seemingly-endiess “Why 
Did It Have to Beoo.?" WARRIOR'S LUCK, a short novel by Linda Ruth Pfonner, may be serlallzed be- 
ginntng In #17; If not, It will be pubifshed tn Its entirety as a separate novel. We had hoped to 
Include part of It In thls Issue, but space did not permit. Also In the future are the complete 
novel!zation of ALLIES; another PEGASUS novel; BURN, WITCH...; and much more. 


Whatever our plans for the future, they would be meaningless without one special Ingredient ~-- 
you, our readers. We've sald It many times before, and stlil can't say It often enough. Whatever 
pride we — the staff and contributors of PURPLE AND ORANGE? -- may feel In the work we've done 
and the things we've accomp|iished In the past several years, none of It would have been possible 
without youe We've done It for you, and will continue to do It for as long as you wish; we are 
proud and happy to do soe In all humtlf{ty, we thank you for your loyalty, your dedication, your 
support, and your affection. 
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OSIRIS Publications proudly presents PURPLE AND ORANGE? -- a 
fanzine devoted to BATTLESTAR GALACTICA” and to what the 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA™ universe should have been -- and would 
ultimately have become. 


Renew old acquaintances -- Apollo, Starbuck, and Boomer; 
Adama and Tigh; Cassiopeia, Sheba, and Athena -- and make 
new friends among others of the GALACTICA” crew. Fol low 
the adventures of the last survivors of humanity, and learn 
the history of the Twelve Colonies of Man. Join the battle- 
star” PEGASUS in her adventures after she met the GALAC- 
TICA™ and her Fleet, only to lose them again. 


Discover the true meaning of madness aboard the DEMENTIA, a 
ship far older than the battlestars . And meet Commander 
Christopher and the crew of the battlestar’ OSIRIS, a ship 
sent out On a two-yahren mission of exploration, believed 
lost -- but in reality, only a little overdue... 


Jones, gunnery sergeant and hedge wizard. Morgan, who hides 
a dark secret. Diana, bound to the GALACTICA by ties even 
stronger than blood. Dion, one-time hero of the Fleet, a 


man with a past. Freya, who boards the OSIRIS to escape a 
daggit. Tanis, who likes strange weapons and fears snakes. 
Laia, Alexandra, Mara, Jason, Hannibal, Garnyd... Meet them 


all, and many others, on the pages of PURPLE AND ORANGE? 


Learn, too, of the People, who created the Cylons’, and what 
befell them -- thousands of yahrens in the Colonies' past... 


PURPLE AND ORANGE? features many fine new writers and art- 
ists, some of them professionals, all of them fans, and is 
headed by a professionally-trained editorial staff that is 
rapidly turning what began as a fanzine into a 'writers' 
workshop by mail." 


For information on prices of available issues, send a self- 
addressed stamped envelope to: 


PURPLE AND ORANGE? 
% OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Letters of comment and submissions of stories, poetry, es- 
says, articles, and art are always welcome. Art should be 
black and white, camera-ready, and no larger than 8+ x 11. 
We cannot guarantee reproduction quality of large excessive- 
ly dark areas or half-tone work. 


Submissions will not be returned unless accompanied by a 
self-addressed stamped envelope. We do not insure mail un- 
less postage for insurance has been provided. 


OSIRIS Publications and PURPLE AND ORANGE? are not in any 
way associated with any other BATTLESTAR GALACTICA publica- 
tion, either amateur or professional. 


“Trademark of and licensed by Universal City Studios, Inc. 
All rights reserved. 


OSIRIS Publications announces: 


WME 
Sonic SCREWDRIVER 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a new fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. Devoted to the incredibly suc- 
cessful BBC television series DOCTOR WHO”, THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER will deal with the popular Time 
Lord in all his many guises and incarnations, from the elderly and dignified William Hartnell to 
the comic Patrick Troughton, from the elegant and debonair Jon Pertwee to the madcap Tom Baker, 
and on to Peter Davison and any who may come after. In the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, read- 
ers will find the Doctor, all of his companions, and all those beings -- human and otherwise -- 
whose lives he has touched, for good or ill. 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER will contain fact and fiction, prose and poetry, serious art and humourous 
cartoons. We welcome stories, poetry, essays, songs, and art based on episodes of DOCTOR WHO” 
seen on television in either the United Kingdom or the United States -- and stories (etc.) based 
on events from the writers! imaginations, as well. 


In conjunction with the first issue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, OSIRIS Publications is holding a 
contest to design the best logo for this new fanzine. To be considered, entries must be received 
no later than 30 April 1984 and must follow the guide-lines printed on the reverse of this flyer. 
The winner will receive a complimentary copy of each of ‘the first two issues of THE SONIC SCREW- 
DRIVER, and will have the satisfaction of seeing that winning logo appear on all successive is- 
sues of the fanzine. 


The first issue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER will be published in November of 1984, to coincide with 
the twenty-first anniversary of DOCTOR WHO’. It will mark the official coming-of-age of this 
750-year-old Time Lord. We invite all DOCTOR WHO” fans everywhere to join in our celebration. 


To be considered for publication in the first issue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, submissions must be 
received no later than 31 May 1984. Send all submissions and any inquiries to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
c/o Joy Harrison 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 
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OSIRIS Publications presents PURPLE AND ORANGE? #14, the 
first all-OSIRIS issue of our BATTLESTAR GALACTICA” fan- 
zine. 


Due to popular demand, we have reprinted several of our 
readers' favourite stories about the battlestar” OSIRIS, 
sent on a mission of stellar exploration four yahrens 
before the Destruction of the Colonies. Included with 
these stories are several new OSIRIS adventures, and 
Part VII of the on-going tale of the OSIRIS landing 
party on Byzel, ''Why Did It Have to Be...?!! 


On the pages of PURPLE AND ORANGE? #14, you will meet 
new members of the OSIRIS crew and will be able to renew 
acquaintances with old friends. Here, you will find: 


- Allahara, a beautiful alien huntress, drawn to the 
music of the Piper... 


- Clem, who lurks, a demon, in the dark... 


- Miss Davenport, with two names, and a passion for 
ee DOOKSista)s 


- Dion, one-time hero of the Colonial Fleet, a man 
with a past... 


- Freya, she of the abundant hair and caustic tonque 
-- who boards the OSIRIS to escape a daggit... 


- Garnyd, a young man who tells a remarkably unre- 
markable tale -= but doesn't tell all... 


- Jason, Chief Engineer -- and chief brewmaster... 
- Jones, gunnery sergeant and hedge wizard... 


- Kari Shadowstar, a castaway, Jost and far from 
home, from a galaxy far, far away... 


- Morgan, brilliant Viper pilot and astrophysicist, 
with a dark secret he fears to reveal... 


- Tanis, a sentiologist with an archaic weapon and a 
terrible fear... 


And others, too -- Christopher, Diana, Alexandra, Thing, Draco, Flicka, Mara, Alix, Darian, Arion... The 
crew of the OSIRIS fills the pages of PURPLE AND ORANGE? #14 with drama, adventure, fantasy, and romance. 
Join them for hours -- centars! -- of pleasure and entertainment. 


To order, send a check or money order for $11.00 in U.S. currency to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Checks must be payable to Joy Harrison. Checks made out to OSIRIS Publications or to PURPLE AND ORANGE? 
cannot be accepted. OSIRIS Publications does not accept telephone orders or collect telephone calls. 


“Trademark of and licensed by Universal City Studios, Inc. All rights reserved. 
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Drama, adventure, fantasy, romance... 


Issues #1 & #2 - A combined reprint of the first two issues of PURPLE AND ORANGE? Features the original Doug $10.00 
Rice cover of Issue #1; "Cylons Is Golden"; and more. ( 60 pp) 
Issue #3 - Features the first installment of “Allies,;" the continuing story of the People, creators of $ 5.00 
the Cylons* (by a well-known professional fantasy/science-fiction author). ( 52 pp) 
Issue #4 - Includes "The Celebration," a story of the origin of “purple and orange squadrons"; and Part $ 7.50 
II of °ATlies." (100 pp) 
Issue #5 - Introduces wsembers of the crew of the battlestar® OSIRIS, as well as more adventures of the $ 7.50 


GALACTICA*; a meeting between a Colonial Warrior and one of the People; Part III of “Allies.* ( 96 pp) 


Issue #6 - Continues the introduction of the OSIRIS crew; the sequel to “Neighbours* (Issue #5); “Demen- $ 9.00 
tia"; °The Ultimate Weapon"; and Part IV of “Allies.” (128 pp) 
Issue #7 - Introduces Commander Morpheus of the DEMENTIA and more of the crew of the OSIRIS. Includes a $10.00 


chance meeting with a demon in the dark; the conclusion of the *Meighbours® trilogy; Part ¥ (152 pp) 
of “Allies"; and much more. A special holiday issue. 


Issue #6 - Contains more GALACTICA*, OSIRIS, and DEMENTIA stories; a new series about the PEGASUS*; a $10.00 
woman from “a galaxy far, far away"; the deaths of Captain Apollo and Colonel Lyra; Part YI (104 pp) 
of "Allies"; and gore. 


Issue #9 - Introduces more of the OSIRIS and PEGASUS* crews, and continues the adventures of the GALAC- $ 9.00 
TICA* and the DEMENTIA. Contains Part YII of "Allies," and two new serials. Reduced format. ( 80 pp) 


Issue #10 - Athena, Apollo, Sheba, Count Iblis... Plus many more stories about the GALACTICA® and her $12.00 
sister ships; Part VIII of "Allfes*; continuations of all serials. Reduced format. (158 pp) 
Issue fil - Contains Part IX of "Allies"; the conclusion of "Guardian Angels"; continuations of “Why Did $10.00 


It Have to Be...7" and “Easy Looking"; the adventures of Alix Shadowstar; new DEMENTIA and ( 86 pp) 
PEGASUS® stories; and more. Reduced format. 


Issue #12 - Contains Part X of *Allies"; the conclusion of “Easy Looking*; two episodes of “Why Did It $12.00 
Have to Be...?"; plus more GALACTICA*, PEGASUS*, and DEMENTIA stories -- @ very special wed- (126 pp) 
ding; a hereditary ruler; yet another survivor; a unique vampire... Reduced format. 


Issue #13 - Contains the long-awaited conclusion of “Allies*; “Why Did It Have to Be...?"; the first part $10.00 
of our History of the Twelve Colonies; stories of love, adventure, and an unorthodox business ( 92 pp) 
arrangement; and much more. Reduced format. . - 








Issue #14 - A special all-OSIRIS issue. Refer to Issue #14 flyer for detailed information. $11.00 


Issue #15 - An al1-GALACTICA® special issue: the founding of a colony; Part II of "The Ultimate Victor” $11.00 
(or, the “ultimate Mary Sue"); the aftermath of the destruction of a base star; Starbuck's (102 pp) 
return and Athena's destiny; many other stories about familiar friends. Reduced format. 


Issue #16 - The OSIRIS rejoins the GALACTICA*, with a "prince," aliens, sneezes, and a new account of the $12.00 
early friendship of Apollo, Boomer, and Starbuck; Part IX of “Why Did It Have to Be...?"; (120 pp) 
Part II] of “The Ultimate Victor"; and much more. Reduced format, computer-generated. 


OSIRIS Publications and PURPLE AND ORANGE? are in no way associated with any 
other BATTLESTAR GALACTICA* publications, either amateur or professional. 


Checks must be payable to Joy Harrison. Checks made out to either OSIRIS Publi- 
cations or PURPLE AND ORANGE? cannot be accepted. We do not accept stamps or 
any credit cards. All payment must be in U.S. currency only. 


We will not accept telephone orders or collect telephone calls. 


Send all mail orders to: 


O O 


PURPLE AND ORANGE? 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
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Enjoy the action... 
the drama... 


the suspense... 


THE BATTLE OF MAOLYUKAT 


(By Lee Gaul and Sharon Monroe) 





Molukai was a crossroads planet, approximately midway between the Colonial Alliance and the Del- 
phian Empire, the centre of a vast trade network that spanned several quadrants. A single planet 
with one natural satellite, circling an old red star, it had been inhabited by a succession of 
space-faring non-native sapient species for over Fifty millennia. 


The system maintained a precarious neutrality in the Colonial-Cylon- War, while struggling to re- 
tain its independence from the growing, militaristic Delphian Empire. 


But now, a Cylon Force was threatening the 
system's autonomy; and, to prevent an out- 
right take-over, the Fifth Colonial Fleet, 
led by Commander Cain and the battlestar™ 
PEGASUS, was ordered to "visit" the beseiged 
Molukai on a "goodwill" mission... 


What became of that mission -- and of the 
Fifth Fleet itself -- is the story of this 
engrossing new novel from Lee Gaul, Sharon 
Monroe, and the staff of OSIRIS Publica- 
tions. 


THE BATTLE OF MOLUKAI is a 100-page (photo- 
reduced), beautifully-illustrated (including 
work by four-time Hugo nominee Joan Hanke 
Woods) epic of adventure, combat, treachery, 
and heroism. It is a tale of and a tribute 
to the indomitable strength and determina- 
tion of the human spirit... 


To order, send $11.00 (check or money order 
only, please, payable to JOY HARRISON) to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


‘ 
“Trademark of and licensed by Universal City Studios, Inc. All rights reserved. 
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OSIRIS Publications proud- 
ly presents a novel from 
PURPLE AND ORANGE? by Joy 
Harrison, Sharon Monroe, 
Marj Ithssen, and David 
Morgan: 





Apollo’s Odyssey 


Serina's death left a void 


in Apollo's life, and a 
close friend accused him 
of seeking death. Then 
Sheba died -- and Apollo 


left on a mission from 
which he never returned. 


What happened to Apollo? 
And why does Starbuck, a- 
lone of those who loved 
him, refuse to believe he 
is dead? 


APOLLO'S ODYSSEY chroni- 
cles Captain Apollo's ad- 
ventures following the e- 
vents of the BATTLESTAR 
GALACTICA’ episode, ''The 
Hand of God." 


$9.00 from OSIRIS Publica- 
tions. All checks must be 
payable to Joy Harrison. 
(116 pages, illustrated.) 


© 1981 OSIRIS Publications 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 @) 
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All rights reserved. 
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“"Babblestar BLASTICA'', an original one-act play by Sharon Monroe, is the first 
of a series of Shakespearean-style dramas parodying the original BATTLESTAR 
GALACTICA” television series. In this premier adventure, join the heroic crew 
of the BLASTICA as they attempt to destroy an enemy garrison and Capture the 
evil Shylons' stolium supplies, in a desperate effort to preserve the last rem- 
nants of the human race. 
























'Babblestar BLASTICA' follows tradition- 
al script format and is printed full- 
size on 84 x 11 bond paper. It is care- 
Fully bound for easy reading and to pro- 
tect the pages during rehearsals. 


No performance of ''Babblestar BLASTICA!''! 
may be given without written permission 
from the author and OSIRIS Publications. 
Contact OSIRIS Publications for further 
information. 


= 55.00 - 


To order, send a check or 
money order, payable to 
Joy Harrison, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
c/o 8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


All rights reserved. 


“Trademark of and licensed by Universal City Studios, Inc. 


© 
IMPORTANT Cp ANNOUNCEMENT 


Due to the ever-increasing costs of printing and supplies, OSIRIS Publications 
announces that when current stocks are depleted, back issues of the BATTLESTAR 
GALACTICA™ fanzine PURPLE AND ORANGE? will be available on a photocopy basis 
only, at a cost of $.15 (15¢) per page, plus $2.00 per ‘zine for postage and 
handling. 


NO ONE BUT OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS IS AUTHORISED TO SELL PHOTOCOPIES OF PURPLE AND 
ORANGE? 


Precise lengths and photocopy costs, including postage, for Issues #1 through 
#14 will be as follows: 


# 4 18 Pages Sane 7,0 
# 2 38 Pages 5 Ho 70 
# 3 52 Pages 5S). tei 
# i 100 Pages 5 17.00 
# 5 96 Pages $ 16.40 
# 6 128 Pages > 21-20 
#7 152 Pages $ 24.80 
# 8T 104 Pages $ 17.60 
# OF 80 Pages* > 14.00 
#10F 158 Pages* Sy 7255 7f0 
#11 88 Pages* S520 
#12 126 Pages* $ 20.90 
#137 92 Pages** Sl 5200 
#14 112 Pages** $ 18.80 
#15 102 Pages* =) 17/5 He 
*77% copy reduction. **64% copy reduction. 


Photocopies of special publications (i.e., the combined reprint of PURPLE AND 
ORANGE? #1 and #2, and BLUE ONE) will not be made available through photocopy- 
ing. The novel APOLLO'S ODYSSEY (116 pages) will be available on the same 
basis as back issues of PURPLE AND ORANGE?, at a cost of $19.40 (postage in- 
cluded). Future novels and plays will be available in the same manner. 


Revisions of this list will be made whenever stock of any issue is depleted. 


(7 will be used to identify issues available only as photocopies.) 


“Trademark of and licensed by Universal City Studios, Inc. All rights reserved. 
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